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Tell Me This Is Real 


by Lydia Phantom 


Summary 


After being rejected by Peter Parker in front of the whole school, Harley Keener, the 
Midtown High School of Science and Technology's playboy, wasn't willing to accept his 
defeat. A bet from his best friend, Flash Thomson, never sounded more alluring. 


Notes 


Hello! 
So, this is the first time I have ever written a multi chapter work and I hope you like it. 


The time line is a bit strange, I guess? Endgame had happened but everyone is alive, Far 
From Home had happened, but Mysterio did not reveal Peter's identity. 


Also Peter and Harley are 17 years old. 
I would really appreciate your comments, every opinion is important. 


Enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Now That you Have Captured my Attention 


Harley Keener was sitting in the cafeteria of Midtown High School of Science and Technology 
lazily poking with his fork a plain mashed potato on the plate. His eyes did not leave the food but 
his mind was far away from here. It has been six months since he had received the message from 
no one other than Tony Stark himself offering him to move away from Tennessee and come to 
New York so he could work along with the genius billionaire philanthropist in his advanced lab. 
Harley couldn’t pass the opportunity like this and packed his things on the same evening. 


That was how he ended up living with the earth’s greatest heroes in the Avenger Tower. Working 
with such bright people like Bruce Banner and Tony Stark, occasionally have training sessions with 
Black Widow and super soldiers, and every Friday spend watching movies with the Avengers, that 
was a regular week for him now. 


By every definition Harley’s life was perfect. He lives in the most advanced tower in New York, 
and, probably, the whole world, he is friends with the real-life superheroes, and is considered as 
one of the most popular guys in his school. Half of the rumours that were spreading in Midtown 
were about him; what he wore yesterday, who he has taken on a date the day before and how well 
it went. At this point, it was safe for Harley to say that he had dated a better half of the Midtown 
High School. Harley was a well-known figure among teenagers, people around him wanted to be 
close to him, to befriend him, or date him. If someone were spotted at least nearby Harley Keener, 
this person’s popularity would go from zero to a hundred in record time. 


Harley probably should thank Tony for all of this, since it all has started from the very first day 
when Tony himself dropped him off to school, no doubt earning a lot of the attention from students 
and teachers. Flash Thompson was the first one who approached him, and even though Harley 
thought that the guy was a colossal asshole and a jerk, staying alone on his first day wasn’t in 
Harley’s intention. He later found out that the guy was considered as the school’s celebrity, and not 
being on his side was equalling signing a death sentence. That was how he ended up being best 
friends with Flash of all people, completely adapting to his new life in Midtown High School of 
Science and Technology. 


Now half of the year later Harley not only was equal to Flash, at some point he was even above the 
bully. The freshmen were afraid of him, Flash and his minion group, as Harley called them because 
the guys and girls were always agreeing with whatever the bully was telling them, never expressing 
their thoughts, were following Harley as well, and those who weren’t afraid of him wanted to be 
with him. Harley had whatever he ever wanted being the shy nerd in his previous school in 
Tennessee: attention, confidence, and power. 


And, yet, Harley Keener was bored. 


Pushing away from the plate still full of food Harley leaned back on the chair with an annoyed sigh 
earning the attention of his best friend. 


“What the matter?” Flash asked, signalling to the girl, who was trying to make a conversation with 
the bully, to stop talking. 


“Tt’s been an eternity since I was on a proper date and got laid,” Harley complained running his 
hand over his face. The girl, who was speaking to Flash a few moments ago, immediately switched 
her position to sit more openly to Harley and fixed her hair. Harley briefly glanced at her and rolled 
his eyes. 


“Haven’t you been on a date with Jake, like, two weeks ago?” Flash pointed out, knowing damn 
well what a bi disaster his best friend was. 


“Yeah, which is an eternity for me,” picking up his soda and taking a sip the boy responded. 
“Pretty sure that’s my new record.” 


True to be told, Harley couldn’t care less about all this one date one-night stand thing. For the last 
few mounts, he has dated such a huge number of people, both guys and girls, so he finally could 
say that he was tired of all this. Harley wanted something serious, not a quicky in the back of his 
car, which Tony had bought him for his seventeen’s birthday. No, he had a desire for something 
real, he wanted lazy mornings together, burned breakfasts and sweet kisses, he wanted cute dates 
and long movie nights full of cuddling, he wanted to hold hands while walking, wanted hugs after a 
particularly difficult day. 


Harley Keener desperately wanted to fall in love. 


He wasn’t thinking about the marriage, but a relationship that would last longer than a week would 
be a great start. The life of a school major playboy was bored Harley to death. 


Not that he would ever admit that to anyone present at the table. 


“So, what’s the problem?” Flash’s voice brought him back from his thoughts, and he focused his 
eyes on him. “The famous Harley Keener couldn’t find a date?” he teased and some of their 
‘friends’ laughed. 


“Oh, please,” Harley scoffed, brushing him off. “I can find a date with a snap of my fingers, 
because this,” he made a pause to gesture at himself. “This is the dream come true. Anyone would 
be happy to go out with me, let alone date me. At this point I can literally get anyone,” Harley 
boasted, eyeing as the girl across him was trying to catch his attention, he winked at her and 
returned his eyes on Flash. 


“Sure,” Flash sneered, leaning back, crossing his arms with a smirk, and Harley didn’t like the way 
it was going. “Wanna bet? Fifty bucks, I bet you get rejected.” 


But even more, Harley didn’t like when people were putting down his confidence. He was too 
venturous for his own good. That’s why without hesitation he answered taking another sip of his 
drink. 


“Name your victim.” 
“Peter Parker,” announced Flash and the mischief grin crawled on his face. 


The moment Harley heard the name he choked on soda, coughing hard for a solid minute before 
restoring his breath. 


“No,” he managed to whisper between breaths. “This guy hates my guts, name someone else,” 
Harley pleaded still a little breathless. 


“Oh, and I thought you can get anyone,” Flash mocked and the whole table laughed. 


Harley clenched his jaw, clearly unsatisfied with how Flash was making fun of him. His self- 
esteem and ego just couldn’t accept that. 


“Watch me,” maintaining eye contact with Flash, Harley got up way too quickly scraping the floor 
with his chair, earning attention from the students around. He adjusted his jeans jacket with a 


sharp movement and looked around searching for his victim. 


Spotting the boy three tables across him, Harley put a confident smirk on his face and made his 
way toward him. 


Harley has met Peter Parker the first day he arrived in New York, at the Avengers Tower. Tony 
introduced them and was sure that they would be friends. And maybe they could be if Harley 
hadn’t come across Flash during his first day in school. Peter was smart, kind, and fun to be 
around, in addition, he also was Spider-Man. Unfortunately, Peter Parker also was a nerd, which 
meant he was a constant target of Flash’s bullying, and if Harley wanted to stay close to Flash and 
be popular, he had to make a choice. He wasn’t proud of what he was doing, per se, he wasn’t 
particularly fond of bullying, and the first time it happened Harley would never forget the hurt look 
Peter had in his eyes. Harley expected to listen to the lecture from Tony later that day, but that 
never came. Peter stayed silent. Peter also stopped talking to him or interacting with him in general 
after the first week. 


And now Harley was supposed to ask him on a date; and not just that, but ask him that way so the 
other boy would be unable to say no. 


The stake was high, he had a reputation to maintain. 


Harley noticed that the whole school was following him with their eyes and that was only adding 
pressure on this whole situation. Being rejected was one thing, but being rejected in front of a 
group of people, who idolize you, was completely different. 


He took a deep breath and approached Peter and his friend Ned, both of them were sitting across 
each other completely oblivious to all of the attention they were receiving right now. Harley knew 
by the way Peter’s shoulders tensed that he sensed his appearance and then saw as Ned nudged 
him with his hand as Harley came close enough to lean casually on the table. 


“Hey, Parker, Leeds,” Harley greeted them flashing a smile, trying to show that he means no harm, 
but Peter barely looked at him. 


“What do you want, Harley?” Peter asked tiredly, and it was hard to say whether it was due to his 
late-night patrol or the fact that he wasn’t willing to talk to him. Whatever that was, it was not 
good. 


“Don’t be like that, Pete,” Harley tried to be friendly but based by the look he had received he was 
doing a poor job. Well, at least Peter was looking at him now, so Harley saw it as a green light and 
continued. “Better tell me, what are you doing this evening, let’s say around seven?” he asked with 
a smile, tilting his head slightly to maintain eye contact with the boy and then, feeling extra 
confident, dared to run his fingers up to Parker’s biceps. That always worked, wink here, touch 
there, adorable smile and the date was in his pocket. 


Apparently, the system crashed, because the next moment Peter’s eyes became wide and he jerked 
his hand away from his touch like he was burned. 


Oh, no. 
That wasn’t a good sign. 


“W-what?” Peter stammered confusion well written on his face. Okay, he just didn’t get it, so 
maybe Harley still had a chance. 


“This evening, darling,” Harley smiled, but this time more tensed, he also didn’t try to touch Peter 


again, noticing how the boy’s breath hitched after a simple nickname. “You, me, a date, I will pick 
you up at seven?” he elaborated trying to be bold, but friendly and show exactly what he wanted, 
leaving no place for misunderstanding. Peter has to say ‘yes’, Harley couldn’t lose now. 


There was a silence and Harley started to feel as worry was building up and knotting in his 
stomach. Peter looked around to see as the whole cafeteria was waiting for his answer, his face 
started to heat up as his pale skin was slowly becoming red. 


“Ts this s-some kind of a joke?” he asked after a minute of complete silence and Harley exhaled 
loudly. 


Dear God. 


“No, of course, it’s not, darling,” he assured and his smile became more forced. “I wanted to ask 
you for a long time,” a lie easily slipped from his tongue, after all, he was used to telling all kinds 
of tales to win a date. 


“Looks like a joke, though,” Ned suddenly popped up into conversation and Harley was about to 
howl. 


“But it’s not,” he hissed turning to Ned, teeth clenched, trying really hard not to snap on him. 
Harley then returned his attention to Peter who, oh great, was studying him. “So, what, does seven 
works for you?” he asked, praying that he didn’t sound annoyed. 


There was a brief pause and then, the boy responded. 
“Umm, no,” Peter muttered with a quick shake of his head, and Harley’s smile dropped for an inch. 


“Okay, maybe at eight then?” he asked, his hands were trembling for some reason, so he stuck 
them in the pockets of his jacket. “Tomorrow?” he suggested and Peter again shook his head, 
forcing an apological smile. 


“No, Harley, I meant no to the date,” he explained stroking the nape of his neck. 


Something dropped on the other side of the cafeteria, but Harley barely heard that with the beating 
of his heart in his head, his face began to heat up. 


“W-what?” this time it was Harley who stammered. He just didn’t! He just didn’t reject Harley 
Keener in front of the whole school. He felt dizzy for some seconds. “Wait, what?” 


Peter looked quite uncomfortable as he looked Harley in the eyes. 


“T, sorry, but I don’t want to go on a date with you, Harley,” Peter said slowly clearly not liking the 
attention he was receiving from all of the students, he smiled awkwardly at the end and got up from 
his place. 


Before Harley could say something, Peter has already left the cafeteria with Ned hot on his heels, 
leaving him standing here alone like a complete idiot. A few moments had passed until he 
remembered how to use his legs and made his way back to the table where Flash and all his friends 
were, trying not to pay attention to the whispers around him. 


Flash was laughing louder than anyone else when Harley sat down in his place grabbing his soda 
and finishing it in three large gulps. 


“Apparently, Harley Keener cannot get anyone he wants,” Flash mocked, a satisfied grin was 


playing on his lips. The girl that still was sitting next to the bully, reached for his hand, willing to 
comfort Harley, but he pulled away. His ego was damaged and he wasn’t going to leave it like that. 


The rational part of his brain was telling him to just drop it. 
Harley chose to ignore it. 


“Oh,” he started earning the attention of his friends. “I only started,” he announced, squeezing the 
empty can of soda. 


Abort. Abort. Mission Abort. 


“Yeah, right,” Flash snorted, but when he noticed the look the other boy had in his eyes he 
promoted. “Wanna bet again? Fifty bucks that you won’t be able to get some from Parker.” 


No. No. No. No. Was running through Harley’s head. 


“Oh, trust me,” Harley leaned closer putting his elbows on the table, his eyes full of determination. 
“T’m gonna make him scream my name in desperation, and when [Il finish with him, he is gonna 
beg me on his knees for more, for me to stay,” he declared wicked smirk crawled on his face. 


Flash scoffed. 


“You are on, Keener.” 


I Lied, You Know, Like a Lier 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


If Harley was completely honest, he had been a little afraid of meeting Peter Parker for the very 
first time. After hearing from Tony that the billionaire has already had a kid, well a teen, who spent 
every Tuesday and Wednesday’s evenings at the Avengers Tower, doing some kind of the 
internship for the man, and who occasionally spent every other weekend with him, for a reason 
Tony did not specify, it was safe to say that Harley was quite impressed. He also was worried 
because if this intern caught Tony’s eye, he must be ridiculously smart, and Harley wasn’t 
particularly fond of the idea to be in constant comparison with someone. He knew that the 
billionaire hardly would do such a thing, it would not, however, stop Harley from doing this 
himself. Be damned his low self-esteem. 


Their first meeting had happened on the same day when Harley first arrived at the tower. He went 
to the lab looking for Tony when he saw Peter Parker for the first time. And, boy, was he 
impressed. When Tony was telling about his intern Harley was always imagining that the guy 
would be tall, most likely wearing glasses and always in a lab coat, he probably would look at him 
from above as to show how smart he is, kissing the ground Tony had walked on. What Harley did 
not expect, was to see a full 5’6 feet tall ray of sunshine in the nerdy science pun t-shirt chatting 
with the man about which topping for pizza is the best one. The guy immediately turned his whole 
attention to Harley as he entered the room, and introduced himself a bit too shy but with a smile 
bright enough to make the sun jealous. Peter was sweet, funny, and easy to talk to, the boy was 
obviously nervous if his rambling was saying anything about it, but after an hour Harley forgot all 
his worries about the guy being a jerk and thought that maybe everything was going to be okay. 


After two hours Harley found out that Peter Parker was Spider-Man because the guy couldn’t lie to 
save his life. 


After three hours Peter and Harley blow up something minor in the lab. At this moment Harley 
knew that they are going to be good friends. 


Harley remembered the relief he felt when Tony said that Peter was going to the same school as 
him and that most of their subjects were the same. That meant that Harley wouldn’t be alone like 
he always was in his previous school in Tennessee. For the first time in God knows how many 
years he was looking forward to his first day in school. They agreed to meet each other in front of 
the entrance, but the moment Tony dropped him off some guy ‘call me Flash’ popped up right next 
to him, and the next thing Harley knew he was introduced to Flash’s friends. 


Peter was nowhere in sight. 


Later he learned that Flash and his narrow circle of friends were considered and treated as 
celebrities in school. After the first period, Harley was included in their group, questions about 
Tony Stark had no end. After the second period Flash called sweet kind Peter “Penis Parker’, 
Harley stayed quiet. Flash spent the next lesson telling Harley who this ‘nerd’ was, and why he 
was a perfect punching bag. During lunch, Flash pushed Peter and dropped his lunch on him. 
Harley was the one who called him the name this time. 


When Harley came home after the first day of school, he was expecting that Peter had already 
snitched on him, but no one said a word to him. 


The next day Flash and his friends, Harley included, had locked Peter in the boy’s locker. 


On Thursday the first thing he said to Peter when sitting next to Flash on AP Biology, was ‘Sup, 
Penis Parker.’ 


On Friday, when Peter arrived at the tower to spend the weekends with Tony and the Avengers, he 
didn’t even look Harley in the eyes, let alone, talked to him. In fact, he rarely was near to him in 
general after that, always finding an excuse to leave the room where Harley was present, he spoke 
to him only while Tony and both of them were working in the lab. 


Harley knew, that what he was doing was wrong, but at the same time, he knew that there was no 
coming back. All his teenage life he wanted to be popular and respectful in school and finally he 
had a chance. He never thought that he would get so used to acting that way, that it would become 
second nature for him. 


Eventually forgetting that it was an act at all. 


And now he was supposed to ask the guy, who he was bulling for the last half of the year, on a 
date. Not only this but apparently, thanks to his own inability to shut up, he also made the deal 
even worse for himself adding a few additional nuances. 


It would be right to just call it a day without Peter involved, but Harley Keener would never accept 
losing a bet. 


That’s how he found himself on Tuesday evening in Tony’s lab working on Mark XLVI, waiting 
for the right time. Usually, when Peter came Harley would spend time with other Avengers or just 
in his room doing homework, while Tony was with Peter. It was extremely rare that the three of 
them would be in the lab at the same time working collectively on something, much to Tony’s 
disappointment. But if Harley’s wanted to win, he will have to work for it. 


Peter was working on his suit absolutely ignoring that Harley was in the room. The boy barely 
looked at him during the whole evening and it must be changed, Harley just had to wait for the 
right moment to start his act. 


The perfect opportunity came up pretty fast as Pepper called Tony asking him to come upstairs. 
Hearing as the glass door of the lab was closed after the billionaire had left, Harley immediately 
rubbed his eyes a few times so they would look red-rimmed and puffed a little, he took a ragged 
breath trying to look as miserable as possible. His eyes were haunted and focused on the 
screwdriver he was holding before and he processed to work on Mark XLVI when he saw as Peter 
approached him looking for the tool the boy was missing. Peter, clearly surprised to find Harley at 
this state, stopped in his tracks, he looked at him, but Harley was acting like he did not notice 
anyone’s presence, just made a sob noise. With the side of his eye Harley saw as Peter found the 
tool he was looking for, the boy took the needle nose pliers from the nearest table and moved to 
walk away from Harley and that just wouldn’t go. 


Time to see what three and a half years of drama classes in Tennessee had taught him. 


Harley took a dramatically deep breath and brought his hands to his face exhaling loudly, dropping 
the screwdriver in process. 


That earned zero reaction from the other guy. Peter continued to work on his suit a few feet apart 
from him. 


He did it again. Still nothing. 


Groaning in frustration didn’t work either. 


‘Fine, let’s play dirty,’ Harley thought to himself disappointed with the lack of attention. Taking 
some rapid breaths, the teen suddenly straightened up bailing his hands in fists. 


“Fuck you, Flash,” he hissed loud enough for the other teen to hear, throwing his hands up and at 
the next moment punching one of the metal parts of the Mark XLVI with half of his force so it 
would still look realistic but wouldn’t be so painful. Still, the fragile part of the mechanism 
shattered. “Ouch, fuck!” he screamed in pain as something pierced his skin. 


That definitely earned desirable attention. 


“Harley!” Peter’s concerned voice rang out somewhere behind the teen, and Harley tried to 
suppress a smirk, before Peter came to stand next to him, his hand on Harley’s back. “Oh, my, are 
you okay?” his worried expression almost made him feel guilty. The keyword was almost. 


“Fine,” Harley whispered bitterly, turning away from the boy. “What it is to you?” 


9. a9 


“You’re definitely not ‘fine’,” Peter scoffed taking Harley’s hands to examine it closer, checking 
for some injures. 


Harley sneered but didn’t take his hands away. 


“T bet you enjoy seeing me like this,” he muttered, and Peter froze on the spot looking Harley in 
the eyes. 


“Why would I enjoy you being in pain?” he asked eyebrows knitted in confusion. 


“Please, I was making your life a living hell during the last few mounts,” Harley reminded him and 
hissed when Peter accidentally touched one of the cuts on his palm. 


“Sorry, sorry,” he apologised immediately then rapidly blew on the cuts. Peter cleared his throat 
awkwardly when his actions came to his understanding, he dropped the other teen’s hands and 
made a step back. “There is a first aid kit,” he pointed with his thumb at the direction of the 
lockers. “Wait here.” 


If not for the real pain Harley would celebrate his success. The victorious smirk played on his lips, 
but the moment Peter turned to go back to him with the small case in his hands, Harley’s face was 
even more miserable than before. 


Mr. Battler, Harley’s drama teacher from Tennessee, would be so proud of him now. 


Without saying anything Peter pushed Harley to sit on the nearest chair and placed the first aid kit 
on the table next to them, opening it and pulling out some of the supplies. 


“You don’t have to do it, you know?” Harley pointed out when Peter gently took his hand and was 
about to begin disinfect his cuts. “I can take care of myself.” 


“Yeah, because so far you were doing an amazing job,” Peter remarked with the roll of his eyes 
and pressed the tissue to the wound. Harley hissed when alcohol on the tissue touched the open 
cut. “Sorry,” Peter muttered, trying to ease the pain. 


“Tt’s fine,” Harley replied, following every movement the boy was making. Peter’s eyes were 
focused on the task and it gave him an opportunity to look closer at the other boy. He was sitting 
right across from him. His brown curls looked soft and made Harley think how they’re going to 


feel if he run his hand through them. He could picture it, his hand in Peter’s hair, playing with 
locks, tugging, forcing him to look at him. His dark chocolate brown eyes would meet with his 
electric blue ones, his hand would travel down from hair to those slightly ajar thin pink lips. 


Huh. This bet just become a lot more interesting. 


“Harley?” Peter’s voice pulled Harley from his thoughts, and he noticed as Peter was looking at 
him suspiciously, one eyebrow arched up. “I asked what happened?” Peter repeated his question 
finishing dressing his cuts. 


“When?” Harley asked a bit unfocused. 


“During World War Two,” Peter deadpanned and Harley couldn’t stop a laugh from leaving his 
mouth. Peter’s lips also curved into a smile. “But seriously, what happened?” he asked pointing at 
Harley’s hands in bandages. 


“Ah, this,” Harley muttered the haunted look was back on his face. “It’s nothing,” he continued 
turning his face slightly away from Peter. 


Peter folded his hands in front of his chest and leaned back on his chair. 


“Doesn’t look like nothing to me,” he commented. “Gosh, I sound like Mr. Stark,” Peter 
straightened upon his place. “If you don’t wanna tell me, it’s okay,” he said clearly not willing to 
cross any boundaries. “You can talk to Mr. Stark, or Pepper, or literally anyone else. Just, just 
don’t hurt yourself anymore,” Peter started to get up and that was when the panic began to build up 
in Harley’s chest. He was not about to lose his opportunity. 


“It’s Flash,” he admitted, voice barely above the whisper. 

That made Peter freeze and look at Harley with his big Bambi eyes. 

“What did he do?” he asked genuinely concerned. “I thought you two are best friends?” 
‘Gosh, it’s so damn easy,’ Harley thought, trying with every fibre in his body not to smirk. 


“T thought so too,” Harley admitted hiding his face in his hands. He stayed silent for some 
moments and then felt as Peter put a hand on his shoulder. “He is or at least was my best friend, he 
knew everything about me. But now apparently he has a problem with me!” Harley shouted 
throwing his hands up, if he tries enough, he would be able to force a tear. “Stupid homophobic 
asshole!” 


Peter’s eyes became wide in shock as he opened his mouth to reply. 
“What!?” 


“You heard me; the fucker told me to get lost!’ Harley cried out loud and the first tear run down 
his cheek. “No one from our group would talk to me, he left me all alone!” 


“But why?” Peter asked knitting his eyebrows in confusion. “You dated guys before. Heck, you 
went on a date with Jake, what, a week ago? And he only now figures out that he has a problem 
with it?” he listed trying to find a logic in any of this. 


“T guess,” Harley took a deep breath and closed his eyes, a few tears dropped from his face on the 
table and Peter started to run his hand up and down the boy’s back trying to provide at least a tiny 
bit of comfort. “I guess, that had happened because I asked someone particular,” he admitted 


shaking his head. Harley felt as Peter’s hand froze on his back, and he heard as the boy gulped. 


“Ts this,” Peter started hesitantly. “Is this because of me?” he asked in a small voice and Harley 
turned his head to look him in the eyes. 


“T just,” Harley bit down his lower lip like he was considering what to say next. “I’ve been liking 
you for a long time now,” he admitted with the side shrug and noticed as Peter blushed slightly. 
“You have no idea how much I hated myself every time I or they were saying something mean to 
you. I was just so scared to admit it. Flash gave me this popularity, this small power, which I had 
never had in my previous school, and I was afraid of losing all of this, so I tried to ignore my 
feelings, date other people,” Harley snorted like it was the most ridiculous thing he had ever said, 
but still maintained eye contact with Peter, he slowly reached and took his hand. “But that never 
worked, all I could think about was you. How smart are you, how brave, how cute,” with his 
thumb, Harley started to draw some patterns on the back of Peter’s hand. “So yesterday I took my 
chance,” he admitted and Peter lowered his eyes, his cheeks became even more redder. 


“Sorry,” Peter whispered. 


“No, no, darling,” the nickname slipped accidentally but Harley was a trained actor, so he didn’t 
show that. “I don’t blame you, you hear me?” he asked and waited until Peter would look him in 
the eyes again to continue. “Just, when you left,” Harley closed his eyes this time like the memory 
was causing him unbearable pain. “Flash asked me what was that, and I told him everything. I 
thought he was my friend and would support me,” as he said that a few new tears run down his 
face. 


“What happened next?” Peter asked gently squeezing Harley’s hand letting him feel the support. 
With a deep shaky breath, Harley opened his eyes and continued. 


“He didn’t say anything, just had been distant for the rest of the day,” he shrugged with his gaze 
glued to their hands. “But today, he came to me in the morning, and, and,” suddenly Harley started 
struggling to take breaths and Peter instantly got up from his place. He cupped his face between his 
hands forcing Harley to look at him. 


“Hey, hey, hey, it’s okay, everything is fine,” Peter started whispering in a sweet but worried voice. 
“Tt’s all in the past, come on, copy my breath,” he took one of Harley’s hands and pressed to his 
chest right above the heart. “Come on, in and out, in and out,” Peter was instructing taking breaths 
with the boy. “You are doing great, come on in and out, in and out.” 


After some minutes in silence, sans from a pattern of deep breaths and Peter’s occasional prises, 
Harley finally was calm enough to speak. 


He deserved a fucking Oscar for this. 
“I’m sorry,” was the first thing he said and Peter shook his head with a stern look on his face. 


“You have nothing to be sorry for, Harley,” he said leaving no room for arguments. “How are you 
feeling?” 


“Tired a little, I guess,” Harley admitted unsure lowering his eyes. “Embarrassed.” 


“Don’t be, everything is okay now,” Peter reassured him only now noticing in what position they 
were. His right hand still on Harley’s cheek left pressing the boy’s bandaged hand to his chest, 
faces inches away from each other. The blush spread over Peter’s face as he cleared his throat and 
made a step back, putting some distance between the two of them. “You know what?” he asked 


trying to sound unaffected. “I’m in the mood for pizza and some good old fashion movie. What do 
you say? Fancy to join me?” Peter asked. 


‘Too easy,’ run through Harley’s mind. 

“But what about your suit?” he asked instead pointing at the Spider-Man suit on Peter’s work table. 
“T will finish with it tomorrow, I guess,” Peter shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal. 

“But you-,” 


“Harley, it’s okay,” Peter reassured him, taking a small step closer. “I’m up for pizza, what do you 
say?” 


Be ready to lose Flash. 


“Yes, please.” 
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Harley could not believe how well everything went yesterday. Not only Peter had talked to him, he 
had actually dropped his work just to comfort him. They had spent the entire evening in the 
common living room watching one movie after another while eating pizza. Harley’s not gonna lie 
at first it was awkward as Peter didn’t know what movie to choose or even where to sit, after all, 
even if they had been known each other for six months now, Harley wasn’t anything but a dick 
toward Peter all this time so he couldn’t really blame the guy. 


As the movie started playing and pizza had arrived all the tension slowly but surely has begun 
leaving the room. The real ice break had happened when Peter had sarcastically commented on the 
action scene in the movie out loud making Harley laugh so hard, he had tears in his eyes. During 
the movie, they made some small talks, mostly regarding the fact that now Harley ‘lost’ his 
friends, popularity, and status in school, and slowly one movie turned into two, then three; the 
fourth movie was mostly playing as the background noise as the two boys were sitting on the 
couch no more than a foot between them, talking quietly. 


It was nice to have someone who was easy to talk to, who really was listening to him, asking 
questions, who was supportive and comforting. 


Harley actually had to pause a few times and remind himself that all of this wasn’t real. Peter 
wasn’t his friend; he was a bet. 


A bet which Harley was determined to win. 


They only noticed that it was nearly two a.m. when Harley got interrupted by a worried Aunt May, 
who was calling Peter asking him why he still wasn’t at home. Making a thousand apologies in a 
minute, Peter managed to calm his aunt down enough to say goodnight to Harley and left the 
building. 


Before Harley fall asleep that night, he was planning how to spend his extra cash, he’s gonna win 
from this bet. It’s not like Harley Keener was in deep need of money, per se, as Tony was buying 
him everything he would ever want and need, in addition to giving him his weekly allowance. So, 
no, money wasn’t the problem for the boy, it was just a pleasant addition to his win. 


And, damn, Harley Keener was competitive. 


The morning has come way too fast for his liking, with the low groan Harley throw the blanket 
over his head willing to go back to sleep, the knowledge that today he was not going to be in his 


usual place among popular kids wasn’t making this morning any better. Harley all but dragged 
himself out of the bed forcing his body to move and take a shower. Even if he has ‘lost’ everything, 
and would not be next to Flash and his friends, Harley still has an image to maintain. 


According to Harley’s plan, he had to make Peter believe that he had lost every connection with 
Flash and now had no one, he wouldn’t talk to the bully or his friends to keep the act more 
believable. When Harley at first introduced Flash to his plan, the bully had laughed him in the 
face, amused that the boy would go so far to win the bet, still, he gave Harley a green light. 


“Good morning, Harley,” tearing his eyes away from the Stark Pad Tony greeted the teen, taking a 
sip of his coffee, as Harley entered the kitchen and made his way to make a cup of coffee for 
himself. “Are you feeling okay?” 


“Morning, mechanic,” being more asleep than awake Harley responded, adding sugar to his drink. 
“Peachy.” 


“Are you sure?” Tony asked with the slight worry in his voice. “FRIDAY told me that you were 
upset yesterday and had hurt yourself in the lab,” the man promoted pointing at Harley’s hand with 
a band-aid. 


“Oh,” Harley exhaled, and looked at his hand, he had completely forgotten about FRIDAY. “I’m 
okay, don’t worry,” he assured Tony. “Barely a scratch.” 


“If you say so,” Tony glanced at him with concern for the last time before returning to his tablet. 


After Harley was done with breakfast, Tony dropped him off and Harley made his way to the AP 
Biology class. In their usual seats, he had immediately spotted Flash and his gang and winked at 
them. As he made his way to his place, he suddenly remembered that he couldn’t sit with Flash 
anymore and stopped dead in his tracks. Looking around he saw a few empty places, but sitting at 
the very front was not an option if he still was willing to pass the class. Ready to just throw in the 
towel and take a seat beside Flash, as usual, Harley suddenly noticed an available place at the 
corner opposite to where the bully was sitting with their friends. Dropping his things on the empty 
place, Harley sat down with a deep sigh and bury his head in his hands. He didn’t know how much 
time had passed when someone cleared their throat next to him, earning his attention. 


“Uhhh, that’s my place,” the way it was said, it sounded more like a question and Harley rose his 
head to see Peter Parker in his usual ridiculously funny science pun t-shirt, standing next to him, 
clenching his books tighter to his chest. 


He looked adorable. 


It took Harley a moment to register what the other teen had said and he immediately straightened 
upon the place, eyes wide not leaving Peter. 


“Oh, I’m sorry,” he apologised making a move to gather his things. “I just saw an empty place, 
sorry.” 


“No, it’s okay, Harley,” Peter shrugged with an easy smile. “You can stay if you don’t mind sitting 
with me,” he added unsure waving at the place where Harley’s things were lying down. 


Harley’s face broke into a smile as he reached to move his things away. 


“No, of course, I don’t mind, darling,” he beamed, purposefully adding the last part more quietly, 
he heard as Peter chocked on air, and that was all Harley needed to know that the other boy had 
heard the nickname. When Peter sat down, he still had a blush visible on his cheeks. 


“Are you,” Peter started and coughed slightly clearing awkwardly his suddenly dry throat. Harley 
looked at him with an innocent smile playing on his lips. “Are you ready for the test?” 


Harley’s face immediately dropped. 


“What test?” he asked in a small voice. Harley barely was able to pass the test he was studying for, 
and that with the help of Caleb, one of the Flash’s minions, but pass a test he was not ready for? 
Yeah, no chance. 


“The midterm test?” Peter elaborated knitting eyebrows in confusion. “The test thirty-five percent 
of our grade is depending on? Does this ring any bells?” he continued and with every word more 
and more colours were disappearing from Harley’s face. 


“Fuck,” Harley squeaked hiding his face in his palms. He took a ragged breath trying to calm 
himself down. Fuck, Tony is going to kill him, or worse laugh at him for failing an AP Biology 
while literally living with two geniuses under one roof. Tony will never let it go if he finds out, and 
Harley couldn’t let that happen. If he fails, he also can kiss MIT goodbye. 


“Hey, it’s okay, don’t worry,” the gentle voice of Peter Parker brought him back from his disaster 
train of thoughts. “I’m sure you will pass anyway,” Peter’s hand on his back was grounding, his 
quiet voice was reassuring. “It’s not rocket science. And I saw what you can do in the lab, you got 
Ihe 


“No, I don’t,” Harley threw his hands up in desperation earning the attention of some of the 
students around. “I can build a rocket, but this? This is the way more complicated, heck, I only took 
this class, so it would look good in my MIT application and now it will crush it!” he said in 
desperation once again hiding his face in his hands, trying to prevent his growing anxiety attack. 
The feeling of soft hands on his wrists pulling his hands away from his face made him look back at 
Peter’s worried face. 


“Hey, just breath, okay?” Peter whispered calmly, trying to maintain eye contact with Harley. Only 
when Harley took a few deep breaths did he continue. “It’s gonna be fine, just the material we have 
already covered. What’s the last thing you remember from this subject?” Harley could say that 
Peter was trying really hard to calm him down, and maybe if he wasn’t on the verge of a panic 
attack, he would question all this. But right now, all he could think about was the test, Peter’s 
hands on his wrists and the test. He focused on Peter’s question instead, running through his 
memory for at least something useful. 


“The mitochondria are the powerhouse of the cell,” Harley deadpanned after a minute, and Peter 
snorted breaking the eye contact for a second. 


“Oh, you’re serious,” Peter responded when he noticed that Harley wasn’t laughing. “Hmm, okay,” 
he muttered then and Harley literally could see how the wheels were turning in his head, as he was 
thinking, Peter’s gaze was on their hands but Harley could say that he saw past them, being deep in 
thoughts. The bell rang making the both of them jump and finally break the touch. Much to 
Harley’s disappointment, he must say. As the teacher was passing the test papers, Peter slightly 
tilted his head and whispered. “I will try to help if I can.” 


And Harley? Harley could only mouth a silent ‘thank you’, before closing his eyes accepting his 
failure. Because he knew damn well how this would go, Peter would most likely complete his own 
work and forget about Harley or will push him away so the boy wouldn’t distract him. He knew 
this because that’s how it always was going with Flash and Caleb. 


What a shame, because MIT always has been Harley’s dream. 


After twenty minutes of trying and failing to complete the first task, Harley was ready to just get 
up and leave when he noticed that Peter was finishing with the last problem in the last task. 
Apparently sensing his gaze with his “Peter Tingle’ Peter turned his head to Harley with a confused 
expression and then lowered his eyes on the boy’s completely empty, save for his name, task sheet. 
Peter rose his eyebrows in shock, eyes wide open and Harley gave him a half shrug with a thigh- 
lipped smile. 


“Help?” Peter muttered eyeing the teacher. Harley shrugged again not expecting much when the 
boy nodded biting his lower lip. It happened so fast that Harley barely noticed any movement at all, 
but the next thing he knew was the fact that now in front of him was lying the completely done test 
sheet, and Peter was in the process of doing the multiple-choice task on Harley’s empty sheet. 


What? 
Wait, what? 


Harley openly was gaping at the boy next to him not believing his eyes. Was he for real? Was he 
really now completing the test instead of Harley? They have different versions of tasks for crying 
out loud! But as Harley opened his mouth to say something, the stern voice of the teacher 
interrupted him. 


“Ts there a problem, Mr. Keener?” that snapped Harley from his shock making his heart beat faster 
in his rib cage. “Mr. Parker?” 


To Harley’s complete surprise Peter didn’t hesitate before rising his head and answering with the 
most innocent expression. 


“Of course not, Mr. Jonson. Just asked Harley for a pencil, mine is broken,” the lie so easily 
slipped from his thin lips, that it took Harley a moment to come up with what he was supposed to 
do. He handed Peter his pencil and the boy took it with a quiet ‘thank you.’ Thanks to every god he 
knew the teacher decided not to investigate and returned to his book. 


Harley sighed in relief. 


When only seven minutes were left until the end of the lesson his test paper was returned to him. 
Completed. From both sides. In neat handwriting. For the second time during this lesson, Harley 
looked at Peter absolutely shocked. The boy he was bulling just took a test instead of him, in less 
than twenty minutes, he knew that Peter was smart, but damn, if it wasn’t impressive. Noticing 
that Harley was staring at him Peter winked at him with an easy smile and motioned Harley to 
write on his paper. Taking a hint, Harley spent the remained time writing everything Peter had 
written with a pencil with his pen and his own handwriting. 


As the bell rang, people started to leave the classroom and Harley put a period in the last task, he 
got up from his place, hanging Mr. Jonson his test, and followed the rest of the students. In the 
hall, he noticed the mop of familiar brown curls and jogged toward the boy avoiding bumping into 
someone. 


“Hey, Peter, wait!” he shouted loud enough for the boy to hear. “Hey,” he said when he was only a 
few feet away. 


“Hey, how was it? Manage to understand everything I wrote?” Peter asked in a concerned voice as 
they were walking side by side. “I tried to write neatly, but I was in a bit of a hurry, so...” he 
trailed off looking away with a nervous chuckle. 


“No, no it was good, everything was perfectly fine,” Harley assured him and nugget him with his 
shoulder making the boy look at him. “I wanted to say thank you, you know, for saving me there,” 
he jerked his head in the direction of the classroom they just left. “And for the yesterday,” he 
suddenly remembered and Peter sent him a smile. “So, thank you, darling. You have no idea how 
much I’m grateful,” Harley said sincerely his eyes following the blush that slowly was appearing 
on the boy’s pale skin. 


“I’m glad to help,” Peter ducked his head a little looking down. He adjusted the straps of his 
backpack and asked. “How are you feeling today?” 


“Better,” Harley admitted with a shrug. “How are you, though? You are not grounded because of 
me, are you?” he asked remembering the way the boy’s aunt was screaming through the phone. 


Peter shook his head chuckling. 


“Nah, it’s fine,” he assured with a wave of his hand. “TI just said that I was at Tony’s and lost a 
track of time. She wasn’t pleasant, but it’s not the first time that happened, so she is not mad or 
anything.” 


When Harley wanted to respond, Flash, who was walking to them, pushed himself between the two 
of them bumping his shoulders to theirs, making Peter drop the book he was holding. With the roll 
of his eyes, the boy bent to pick it up, but Caleb kicked the book with his foot like a football ball 
making it fly further away. As Peter went to take his book, Harley turned to his friends with a 
confused expression, seeing the satisfied smirk on the bully’s face. 


It appeared that Flash was fully absorbed in his plan for them to look like enemies. 
Harley didn’t like that. 


“Losers,” Flash announced with a corresponding gesture of his hand in the hall full of students, 
making Harley’s eyes widen. 


‘It’s for the bet,’ Harley reminded himself trying to calm himself down and not to punch Flash. 


As the bully was walking away, mixing with the sea of students, he felt as someone was tugging at 
his hand making him turn away from the place his ‘friend’ was standing a moment ago. It was 
Peter, who had already picked up his book. 


“Come on, it’s not worth it,” he nudged him, promoting to move and Harley let him, too deep in his 
thoughts. “We have History next,” Peter continued but the boy barely listened to him. 


‘Losers,’ was on repeat on Harley’s mind and that had cut deep. That how everyone was calling 
him in his previous school and hearing it now, even as a joke, as a necessary evil to win a bet, still 
was painful. Peter’s voice was as background noise as the only thing Harley was hearing was 
Flash. 


That has to end. 

Now. 

“So, after that, I went-,” 

“Let’s go on a date!” Harley proposed interrupting Peter mid-sentence. 


That gave Harley the time to notice that now the two of them were next to Peter’s locker and the 


boy was changing his books. Although he froze on the spot one hand halfway in the locker, he was 
gaping at Harley opening and closing his mouth, but not saying a word. 


“What?” he finally asked putting away his books and looking at Harley. 


“Come on, it’s gonna be fun,” Harley promoted forcing a smile but inside he was screaming. “Let 
me take you on a date as a thank you for helping me. Twice,” he continued trying to reason the 
boy. Being rejected for the second time he definitely would not survive. 


He knew the answer before Peter manage to say anything. 


“Harley,” Peter stared and Harley prepared himself for the next wave of embarrassment. “Hey, 
look at me,” the boy waited until Harley did as he asked before continuing. “I’m not saying ‘no’, 
but it’s not a ‘yes’ either. I just don’t think that the date is what you need right now,” Peter 
explained talking slowly and calmly. 


“Then what do I need, huh?” Harley scoffed; he knew exactly what he needed. There was one and 
only one way how to make him relax and forget about his shitty day, and that included someone 
naked in his bed, screaming his name in pleasure. 


“A friend,” Peter said simply, making Harley roll his eyes. 
“A friend? Really?” he snorted and Peter nodded. “You wanna be my friend?” 


“Why not?” Peter shrugged. “We can hang out together if you want, I’m going to the tower today 
after classes to work in the lab with Mr. Stark, it would be cool if join us, of course, if you want to, 
I don’t want to make you feel like you have to or anything. You maybe want to hang out with 
someone else, and that okay, I just offered,” he rambled lowering his eyes and Harley knew that the 
boy was worried that he had crossed a line. 


“You know that I don’t have any friends now,” Harley admitted, and Peter rose his gaze on him. 
“And I would gladly come to the lab with you and Tony today,” he continued and Peter’s face 
broke into a sweet smile. That wasn’t going the way Harley needed but he could work with that. “TI 
think, I think I could really use a friend.” 


“Great,” the smile on the boy’s face was breath-taking and Harley couldn’t not to smile back. 
“Then let’s go, we have History now and then lunch,” Peter announced dragging Harley down to 
the hall to their classroom. “We can sit together if you want?” Peter asked unsure, glancing at 
Harley. 


“Yeah, I think I would like that, but I don’t think Ned would be happy with me,” he said making 
Peter pause for a second and look at him in confusion knitting his eyebrows. “You know, that you 
suddenly started taking me everywhere you go,” he elaborated. 


To Harley’s surprise, the boy just shrugged and continued to go. 


“He will survive,” he declared as they entered the class and moved to where Peter was usually 
sitting. “Ned’s sitting with Betty on History anyway,” he waved in the direction of the girl. “And 
during the lunch, I will explain everything to him. Don’t worry, Ned won’t make you leave, he is 
just a bit protective,” Peter said with a fake annoyance still smiling. 


The way Peter was talking about his friend, made Harley feel warm inside. He couldn’t believe that 
someone like Peter Parker could exist, someone as pure and easy as him. His mouth went dry for 
some reason, and Harley took a seat next to the boy and took his glass bottle out, to have some 
water. 


“Come on,” Peter clapped quietly. “We have a history test to prepare for!” he announced already 
opening his textbook full of sticky notes. 


Harley choked on his water. 


“We have what!?” 
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On Wednesday evening Harley Keener would prefer to do a lot of things, and studying for the 
upcoming Biology class wasn’t even in the first hundred on that list. Yet, that was exactly what he 
was doing now. 


Leaning over his Biology book, Harley was sitting at his table and rereading the same paragraph 
for the third time, because he just couldn’t focus on the words on the page. It has something to do 
with photosynthesis, but he wasn’t so sure, his brain was preoccupated with more important things. 
With the boy who was now lying on his bed, to be exact. 


Unfortunately, not in the way Harley wanted. 


Peter Parker was in his room right now, lying on his back the way so his head was slightly hanging 
from the edge of the bed, with the similar biology book in hands. When Harley saw him reading 
upside down for the very first time, to say he was surprised was an understatement. He actually 
screamed from not expecting it, making the boy fall on the floor. But to be fair Harley was slightly 
sleep-deprived when he entered the lab and Peter was on the ceiling. 


That was not, however, the reason why the spider boy was on his mind now, far from it actually. 


Peter had rejected him. Twice, and that was unacceptable. Yeah, maybe the boy wanted what was 
the best for Harley, but on the second hand, how could he know what was better for him? Harley 
definitely didn’t need a friend, he has plenty among popular kids, if anything Peter was dragging 
him down. He didn’t need him as a friend, he needed him as someone, who’s gonna scream his 
name again and again. 


The fact that Peter was in his bed right now was frustrating because it was under the wrong 
circumstances. It has been two weeks since they started their friendship, and Harley really didn’t 
think it would take so much time. They were friends now, great, time to move farther, but Harley 
couldn’t. The boy was nothing but nice to him, always with a smile and friendly chat. Yet, Peter 
never, never has let Harley think that he was interested in him and that just wouldn’t go. 


‘Maybe he has someone,’ run through his mind. 


“Huh,” he straightened upon his place. That actually made perfect sense. Peter was rejecting him 
because he was with someone else. Well, shit. And what Harley was supposed to do now? “Ugh,” 
he groaned hiding his head in his palms. 


“Ts everything okay, Harls?” the voice of Peter Parker brought him back from his attempts to 
accept the loss of the bet. When Harley turned to him, suddenly remembering that he wasn’t the 


one in the room, he saw that Peter was looking at him confused. 
“Yeah, sorry,” Harley sighed, because what else could he say? 
Peter pressed his lips together and took a sitting position. 


“Tired?” he then asked looking concerned and when Harley just shrugged continued. “Let’s take a 
break then,” he offered, pulling the book he was reading aside and glanced at his watch. “Wow, we 
have been studying for three hours straight,” he said sounding surprised. 


‘You were,’ Harley wanted to point out since the only thing he has been doing was trying to figure 
out why the boy was not interested in him. He made a decision to stay silent, though. 


“Yeah, no wonder my back is killing me,” Harley complained instead and got up from his place. “I 
probably will have to visit Cho again,” he stretched from side to side and his back cracked in all 
right places. “Oh, great Heavens,” he muttered feeling the relief. 


Peter threw his head back in delight as a small chuckle left his lips. 
“Okay, old man, come here,” Peter ordered waving with his hand to Harley to come closer. 
Harley knitted his eyebrows in confusion. 


“What?” he asked because there was no way Peter was offering, what Harley thought he was 
offering. 


The boy, on the other hand, just rolled his eyes in amusement and patted on the place on the bed in 
front of him. 


“Come on, sit here, MJ was always saying that I make magic with my hands,” Peter elaborated 
while rubbing his palms together heating them up. 


Harley choked on air because apparently, Peter Parker was offering exactly what Harley was 
thinking. Quickly recovering from his shock, he sat down on his bed, as Peter instructed him, his 
back facing the boy. And if he jumped slightly the first time the boy touched his bare neck, he 
would never let anyone know about it. 


“Sorry, I have cold hands,” Peter apologised. 


“No, no, it’s fine, darling,” Harley assured the boy and Peter returned his hands, only this time they 
touched the part of the shoulders with the t-shirt. Harley tried not to be disappointed by this. 


Peter hummed in response, but Harley was sure that the boy had blushed. However, all his 
smugness disappeared the moment Peter’s flat hands started to apply light pressure on his back, 
using soothing strokes to work through his sore muscles, making Harley close his eyes in pleasure. 
Peter, or at this point MJ, wasn’t lying, because Peter knew exactly what to do with his hands, and 
Harley had to bite at his bottom lip to not whimper at how good that felt. 


As Peter processed to work through his knots, massaging deep with circular motions into muscles 
of Harley’s back, increasing the pressure in particular sore places, Harley couldn’t suppress the 
moan that escaped his parted lips. 


Harley didn’t even notice it until he heard as Peter chuckle. 


“Good, huh?” the boy asked and with the final movement of his hands, put them off of Harley’s 


back. 


“Amazing,” Harley admitted turning to look at the boy. “You, darling, are truly a magician,” he 
added and Peter laughed. 


“Ta-dah,” he spread his arms to the sides, with a huge smile on his face, making Harley smile as 
well. 


“Yeah, ‘ta-dah’ indeed, darling,” he admitted. “I think, I will ditch Cho, and just gonna keep you 
here in my room from now on,” Harley announced and Peter snorted, his body shaking with 
laughter, and Harley was able to keep the serious face expression just for a moment before joining 
Peter’s laughter. “No, but seriously,” he started after they were done. “Where did you learn to do 
it?” 


Peter shrugged still smiling. 


“T don’t know, actually,” he paused for a moment like he was trying to remember. “I used to give 
May a massage after her particularly intense shift, and after years I picked up some of the 
techniques, I guess,” Peter admitted with another shrug, looking down at his hands as he was 
bailing fists and then letting go. “Maybe, it’s one of my spider-powers,” he joked and Harley 
snorted. 


“Yeah, you are our friendly neighbourhood masseur,” he declared teasingly, making Peter laugh 
again. “I bet, that’s why you are here. Is it how you keep your place? Giving all of the Avengers a 
massage during your internship?” Harley meant that as a joke, but that come out harsher than 
intended. 


He could tell that by the hurt that flickered in Peter’s brown eyes and as his smile faltered. 
“You sound like Flash,” he said in a small voice eventually and Harley felt a pang of guilt. 


“Sorry,” he apologised trying to sound sincere. If he’s gonna keep insulting Peter, he would never 
be able to complete the bet, so Harley really should stay on the boy’s good side. 


“It’s okay,” Peter muttered with a smile, which didn’t reach his eyes. 


Not for the first time, Harley had put a foot in his mouth, but this time was one of the most 
awkward for him. How on Earth was he supposed to be something more with Peter, if he’s 
continuing to let his habits take better of him. And what was he even thinking? Peter was enhanced, 
he could literally tear him in half without breaking into a sweat. That thought made him pause for a 
second. 


“Umm,” he started and Peter tilted his head to look at him. “I was meaning to ask,” Harley was 
wracking his brain to find the correct words. “Why do you never fight Flash back?” he finally 
asked and Peter frowned at him in confusion, so he elaborated. “I mean, with your powers and all,” 
he hoped it sounded more or less okay and he wouldn’t upset Peter more. 


To his relief, the boy actually chuckled and leaned back a little supporting his weight with his 
hand. 


“You know, I actually had a similar conversation with Mr. Stark, when we first met,” his face lit 
up with a soft smile at the memory, and Harley bit his lip waiting for the story to continue. “Before 
the bite, I was this nerdy kid, I was tiny, had glasses and, for a period of time, braces,” he wrinkled 
his nose, clearly not particularly fond of that time. “Anyway, I never could stand for myself back 
then, so why suddenly I would be able to do so now? Literally overnight, and I mean, I’m pretty 


sure I can take him with one punch,” he shrugged nonchalantly, and before Harley could ask 
something, he added with a wave of his hand. “Plus, it lets me protect others, in some way, other 
than Spider-Man.” 


“What do you mean?” Harley asked in confusion, because how on Earth Peter being bulled was 
helping someone else? 


“Well, Flash bullies me,” Peter pointed at himself. “And not others, so, that’s good,” he explained 
and Harley wanted to argue because it was far from good. He opened his mouth to disagree with 
the boy when Peter said. “You know, once Flash broke my rib, and it was awfully painful,” he said 
as a matter of fact, receiving an unimpressed look from Harley. “But if it was Ned, it would take 
him approximately six weeks to heal, when mine took only 3 days. So, you see, when you put it 
like this, it’s not really a choice, is it?” Peter finished giving Harley a tight-lipped smile. 


Being at loss at words was something Harley rarely experiencing, but he got a feeling that with 
Peter Parker it would be his usual state. Now, he knew that the boy had a hero complex, he was the 
Spider-Man for crying out loud, but this was something else. Harley looked at him in awe, not 
knowing how to respond to this all. Because running, or in the boy’s situation, swinging through 
the city and fighting crimes was one thing, he had a suit designed by the Iron Man himself, with 
dozens of protocols to protect Peter. But trying, and succeeding in being a hero at school, 
pretending to be weak, so the assholes like Flash wouldn’t bully someone else, that was something 
completely different. 


“Wow,” Harley breathed out after being silent for almost two minutes. “I guess, I never thought 
about it like that.” 


“With great power, comes great responsibility, right?” Peter shrugged glancing at him, and Harley 
could only nod in response. 
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After their short break, both of them decided to stay in the bed and continue their study session. 
Well, only one of them returned to actually reading what was in the book, as Harley still had some 
troubles with concentrating. Peter had caught him a few times staring into space but just nudged 
his shoulder with his hand, snapping Harley back to reality. However, after the fourth time, he 
interjected. 


“Want another break?” he asked gently, placing his hand on Harley’s book, which had been open 
on the same page for an hour now, and maybe it would be okay if it wasn’t the table of contents. 


“T want coffee,” he responded running his palm over his face. As he got up from the bed he asked. 
“You want some?” 


“Tt’s nearly nine,” Peter pointed out but jumped from the bed as well. 


“Decaf?” Harley proposed as they were leaving the room. “I saw you made some to Tony when he 
was in the lab for twelve hours with no breaks,” he rose an eyebrow and Peter blushed. 


“Deal,” he mumbled, not meeting his eyes. 


As they settled at the kitchen counter with two cups of steaming hot coffee and a few different 
flavour pop tarts, Harley noticed that Peter was checking his phone way too frequently. That had to 
be it. The reason he got rejected. Harley couldn’t help himself and asked. 


“Expecting some important call?” Harley teased wiggling his eyebrows. 


“Yeah, sorry,” Peter apologised and put his phone aside screen up. Harley snorted, satisfying that 
he was right, but at the same time disappointed, because the bet just became way more 
complicated than intended. 


“What, a hot chick is ghosting you?” he promoted because he had to know, what he was working 
with. 


Harley expected a lot of different reactions. He braced himself for a sob story, about some girl who 
is not responding after their ‘magical’ night, but it never came. He was, however, quite surprised, 
when Peter groaned loudly instead. 


“T wish you hadn’t said that,” he muttered rubbing a hand across his forehead like he was trying to 
destroy the image that popped up in his mind. 


“Why?” Harley asked with a frown. 


“Because, I was texting my aunt,” he deadpanned and Harley choked on his coffee, which he 
started drinking a moment before. He was coughing for a solid minute, and Peter even clapped him 
on the back, before he continued. “And I don’t have someone to ghost me, Harls.” 


What? Wasn’t that the reason why Peter was saying ‘no’? 


“No?” Harley asked a clear confusion was written on his face, he was still a little red after 
coughing. “But you are seeing someone, right?” he asked, even though he suspected what the 
answer would be. 


His hypothesis was confirmed when the boy shyly shook his head. 

“Not at this moment, I don’t,” he responded with shrug. “I haven’t since MJ.” 

Harley blinked. Once. Twice. Processing his words while doing some math in his head. 
“But you and MJ broke up a year ago,” he pointed out after some moments in silence. 
“T know,” Peter nodded reaching for his cup of coffee. 


“And you haven’t been with anyone else since then?” Harley asked in disbelieve because that was 
just impossible. He was on a date a month ago, and yet that felt like an eternity for him. 


“No, I haven’t,” the boy responded like it wasn’t a big deal, he took a sip of his drink, but after 
seeing Harley’s expression, he elaborated. “It’s not so easy for me, you know? With all this spidey 
thing,” he then made a web-shooting gesture, like it was proving his point. 


Oh, right, Spider-Man 
“Yeah, that actually makes sense,” Harley rubbed the back of his neck. 


He never really considered that before, but with all this superhero life it must be extremely difficult 
to juggle all of this. Difficult, and lonely, as there were not so many people who knew Peter’s 
secret. And then something clicked in his head. 


“But don’t you miss it, though?” he asked curiously, because wow, a year, Harley would probably 
die. Peter looked at him knitting his eyebrows in confusion, making Harley elaborate. “You know, 
quicky on the backseat in your car, or well in general?” he waved his hand making an uncertain 
gesture, which he hopped explained everything. 


Thankfully, it did, because at the next moment Peter just shrugged trying to look unaffected by the 
question, but the blush on his cheeks was telling enough. 


“You can’t really miss something, you never had, can you?” he muttered avoiding the other boy’s 
eyes. 


Harley’s jaw felt open. 

“So, you have never...” he trailed off unable to process what Peter was implying. 
“Yep,” Peter admitted stressing the 'p', his face inhumanly red. “I’m a virgin.” 
For the second time this day, Harley was at a loss for words. 


“Oh,” he managed to say, the bet just became way too personal. He looked at Peter and saw how 
uncomfortable he was wiggling on the chair, hugging himself, eyes glued to the surface of the 
table. Harley cleared his throat, before saying. “I thought that you and MJ, well, had done it,” the 
more he was talking the redder Peter was becoming. 


“No, never,” he whispered placing one of his hands on the table and with his index finger started to 
draw some patterns. “I, well, we had a few pretty intense make-out sessions, but it never went any 
further,” Peter confessed eyes not leaving his drawings. “It never felt right, you know?” he 
suddenly said looking Harley in the eyes, and Harley didn’t know what to say to this. “I guess, we 
just couldn’t connect on the right level, it felt wrong. And I wanted it to be something special, with 
sparks flying and all, but with her, it was never there. I loved her and cared about her. I still do, but 
not in the way it was needed,” he shrugged with a sad smile, after taking a deep breath he 
continued. “So, eventually we broke up. We are still good friends, though, it’s better this way,” he 
finished his explanation, but not stopping his complicated patterns on the table. 


Harley was openly gaping at him. Well, shit. What was he supposed to do now? How in the bloody 
Hell was he supposed to complete this part of the bet? Peter clearly wasn’t up for a one-night 
stand. Damn it, Flash, he just couldn’t choose someone else. 


Well, he had to work with what he had. Slowly Harley placed his hand over Peter’s on the table, 
carefully trying to find the right words to say. 


“I’m sure, you will find someone special, darling,” he said eventually, stroking the boy’s knuckles 
with his thumb, leaning a bit closer. “Someone who will care about you, with whom you will feel 
this spark of passion, that will drive you crazy, who will make you feel loved,” he processed to say 
with a small smile on his face, his ice-blue eyes not leaving Peter’s chocolate brown ones. “It may 
happen sooner than you expect, darling.” 


A blush spread over the boy’s face but he maintained eye contact as he responded. 


“T hope, it will, Harls,” he whispered with a shy smile. 


We are Friends, Just Friends, I Keep Telling Myself 
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It took a team of earth’s mightiest heroes, with two trained spies, two geniuses, and super soldiers 
in it, three weeks to notice the change between Harley and Peter’s dynamic. The teens weren't even 
trying to hide the fact that after six months of ignoring each other existence they suddenly became 
friends, nor did they provide any explanations. 


It started with the small things. At first, Natasha noticed that the both of them started to arrive at 
the tower at the same time, rather than Peter coming nearly two hours later than Harley, as it was 
during the last months. Then Sam saw as Peter was helping Harley with some homework, he didn’t 
understand a thing the teens were discussing but it had something to do with AP Biology. Once 
Bruce caught them chatting about some newly released movie as Peter was sitting on the kitchen 
corner babbling about the possible plot twist with the some of the old characters return and Harley 
was cutting some fruits, listening and offering some pieces of apple or pear to the other boy. Every 
single soul in the tower knew damn well that Harley Keener does not share his snacks that easily. 


It was Friday when the whole team had a chance to witness the interaction between the teens that 
made all of them really question the relationships between the two boys. The very first movie night 
with the Avengers and the newly arrived Harley was kind of awkward as the tension between the 
two boys could have been sliced with Bucky’s knife. During the second and every of the following 
movie nights, Peter was sitting as far away from Harley as possible not even looking in the 
direction of the other boy, and that was mutual. 


Now, the team was getting ready for the movie as everyone was finding a place where to sit while 
Steve and Bucky were placing snacks on the coffee table in front of the large TV. Harley was 
sitting on one of the big and comfy bean shape bag chairs, scrolling through his phone, when Peter 
entered the room, immediately spotting the other boy. 


“Hey, guys!” he greeted with a wave of his hand and to everyone’s shock made his way right 
toward Harley, who still was too preoccupated with a device in his hand to notice Peter and the 
sudden silence in the room. Peter stopped a foot away from him, arms folded across his chest, one 
eyebrow arched up. “Really, Harls?” Peter started making Harley finally pull his phone away, 
when he saw the boy in front of him a lazy satisfied smile appeared on his face. “First my place on 
Biology, then on History and now this?” he gestured on the place Harley was sitting on, the place 
that Peter was always taking during their movie nights. “What next?” 


‘Your last name,’ immediately run through Harley’s mind, and that took him aback. ‘What the 
heck!?’ They weren’t there, why he was even thinking about something like this? 


He needed to pull himself together. 


“Hmm,” Harley put his hands under his head and made a look like he was in deep thoughts. 


“Probably gonna steal your spidey suit. I always wanted to swing through New York in a onesie,” 
he admitted with a shrug, ignoring the sound of someone chocking somewhere in the room, and 
only waiting for Peter’s comeback. 


And he wasn’t the only one, everyone in the room was holding their breaths, sans Bruce, who was 
furiously coughing after he choked on his drink, expecting and trying to predict Peter’s reaction. 
Surprising everyone once again Peter just rolled his eyes unfolding his hands. 


“Jerk,” he stated unimpressed and Harley smirked. As Peter was turning to leave, he added with a 
side shrug. “Well, I guess, I will have to find someone else to test the capacity of my web- 
shooters,” he said making Harley drop his smirk and look at him seriously. “You know, the ones 
that could zip its target,” Peter elaborated and that was all it took Harley to stop his teasing. 


“You did not!” he exclaimed in disbelieve and got up from his place. The idea came to them during 
one of the history classes and they have been working on it for a few days, but couldn’t figure out a 
tiny mistake that was keeping them away from success. 


Until now apparently. 


“You bet I did!” Peter was literally glowing with excitement, smiling from ear to ear. “But I guess, 
I will have to test them all by myself,” he continued trying to sound nonchalant but the smile was 
still there. 


Harley’s jaw hit the ground and the team was witnessing their interaction confused to the bone. 


“No, no, no, darling,” the nickname made Tony double-check with Nat that he had heard him right. 
“You absolutely don’t have to,” Harley assured the boy, and Peter eyed him, waiting for the next 
move. The team was enjoying the show more than the movie which they would watch later. “I was 
just waiting for you, I swear! Please! Look, I even brought you your favorite snack!” he pleaded, 
reaching for a bag of candies and showing them to the other boy. 


“Aw, gummy worms!” Peter beamed, snatching a pack with sweets from Harley and taking his seat 
on the bean chair. “You are forgiven,” he informed putting some of the candies in his mouth 
moaning at the taste. 


Harley rolled his eyes with a fond smile and took a place next to Peter on the exact identical chair, 
stealing some gummies from Peter. The light went off and the movie began. And so did questions. 


“What was that?” he heard as Sam asked. 
“Did he just call him ‘darling’?” Clint’s voice was high-pitched for some reason. 
“When did they become friends?” 


Harley heard as the team was whispering about them but let that be background noise, trying to 
focus his full attention on the movie, but failed as every so often his gaze was returning to the boy 
next to him. Peter caught him staring once, but when he looked at him Harley just winked with a 
soft smile, Peter returned the smile and turned away, but the sudden explosion on the screen 
betrayed the boy, lightening him and making the blush on his face visible for others to see. 
Harley’s heart skipped a beat for some reason, which he decided to question later. 


Still, he didn’t look at Peter till the end of the film. 


It took Tony twelve hours to start asking questions regarding what was happening between his two 
protégé. If Harley was honest, he was a bit surprised with the patience the man had, because, 


considering the way Tony’s eyes left neither Harley nor Peter during the night, he was pretty sure 
the man would say something sooner. 


When Harley entered the kitchen the following morning, the whole team had already been there. 
Nat, Bucky, and Sam were sitting at the table, eating while speaking about the last minor mission 
the three of them were on, Bruce and Tony were at the kitchen counter as the billionaire was 
slowly sipping his morning coffee reading from the Stark Pad the new idea Bruce came up with, 
and Steve was flipping the pancakes at the stove trying to prevent Clint from stealing them, hitting 
him with a spatula every once in a while. 


It was a peaceful morning. 
However, the moment they saw Harley, the kitchen went silent as everyone was looking at him. 
Well, that felt awkward. 


“Good morning, I guess,” Harley started hesitantly, not really getting why everyone was staring at 
him. 


“Morning, kid,” Tony was the first one who responded and soon everybody followed, still not 
taking their eyes away from him. 


What’s happening ? 


As he made his way to prepare a cup of steaming hot coffee for himself, Harley took Peter’s 
favourite cup as well, making coffee for him too. The other boy would be there in some minutes 
and he didn’t like his drinks burning hot, something Harley learned about him during their late- 
night study sessions. It was only logical to make coffee for Peter in advance, so there would be no 
need for him to wait until it cools down. Harley tried to ignore all eyes that were on him, but as he 
was adding a coconut-sweetened cream in Peter’s coffee, he knew the boy was in love with it, he 
heard a soft chuckle from the table where Nat, Sam, and Bucky were sitting and gave up. 


“Okay, what the matter?” he snapped, looking around. “Why all of you are staring at me?” 
He didn’t like the way Natasha’s eyes sparked with excitement. 


“You, Harley Keener, have some explanations to do,” she said mysteriously, taking a bite of her 
toast. 


“Yeah, kid,” Tony intervened, going closer to the boy. “We need to talk about something, don’t 
you think?” 


A cold run-down Harley’s spine in horror. 
They didn’t know, right? 
Right? 


There was no chance they figure out something, he was extremely careful. A billion thoughts run 
through Harley’s mind as he was trying to come up with something to say. 


“T didn’t do anything,” Harley started taking a step back and raising his hands bent in elbows. “Not 
a thing. In fact, it was Dum-E who caused an explosion,” he crossed his hands in defence, 
suspecting damn well that it was not what others wanted to talk about, but hoped that it could 
switch the team’s attention from this. 


“You did what?” Tony asked putting down his coffee and looking at him on a verge of panic. 
“That’s not what we are asking,” Clint pointed out. 
“An explosion!?” Tony asked again in a high-pitched voice. 


“Tony, calm down, it’s not important right now!” Sam said to the man, ignoring the look he was 
receiving from the billionaire. 


“Like hell it’s-,” he interrupted himself, taking a deep breath. “Okay, fine, we will talk about that 
later, though,” he pointed an index finger at Harley and continue. “Now, wanna tell us what it is 
between you and Pete?” the man asked and people in the room looked at him expectably. 


“Oh, umm,” Harley frowned in fake confusion, like he didn’t expect this question to arise, and 
returned to his coffee, trying to play it cool. “Nothing?” he offered with a shrug and noticed as 
Tony rose an eyebrow in disbelieve. “I mean, we are friends?” 


Natasha scoffed, and some people rolled their eyes. They didn’t seem angry or disappointed so it’s 
very unlikely that any of this was about the bet. 


“Oh, cut the crap, Keener,” Sam sneered. Ignoring the famous ‘Language!’ from Captain America. 
“You expect us to believe in that?” 


That confused Harley for real, what were they implying? They were friends. At least until the right 
moment, which would bring Harley some money and then bye-bye Petey-Pie. 


“Come on, spill the tea,” Clint encouraged him wiggled his eyebrows up and down. 

“No one spilling anything here!” Steve outstripped Tony before the man could say anything. 
“Tt’s an expression.” 

“Tt’s a nice carpet,” Steve argued and Harley snorted, returning the whole attention to himself. 


Tony exhaled loudly and rubbed his temples, no wonder feeling a headache from all of this. Harley 
could relate. 


“Okay, kid, seriously,” Tony started making Harley groan. “Are you two dating?” 


Harley was saved by the rasp from the long sleep voice of Peter Parker, who just now came into 
the kitchen and seemed a bit lost. 


“Who is dating whom?” he asked scanning the room, and by the way, he was hugging himself 
Harley could say that he felt quite uncomfortable with all the attention he was receiving from a 
simple question. 


“No one, darling,” Harley assured the boy, cursing himself for using a nickname in from of the 
team. He pretended not to notice as Peter’s breath hitched at the word. “Just old people being 
weird, before their morning coffee,” he scoffed hearing a wave of protests from others. 


“Right,” Peter eyed everyone suspiciously and made his way toward the kitchen counter. He 
opened the cupboard looking for his cup as he continued to talk to Harley. “The next time we 
decide to watch the whole season of Smallville in one go, remind me not to,” he muttered 
completely oblivious to all the looks he was receiving. “Hmmm, where is my-,” 


“T know, I’m barely awake myself right now,” Harley admitted approaching Peter with his cup. 


“Here.” 
Peter froze for a moment when he saw as Harley was holding up his cup with already done coffee. 


“T-that’s for me?” he asked hesitantly in a small voice and with Harley’s short nod, took a cup 
from his hand. “T-thank you,” Peter shyly added offering a genuine smile. Taking the first sip 
Peter closed his eyes and threw his head back slightly, moaning quietly at the teste. “Perfect,” he 
then muttered to Harley taking another sip. “You are the best.” 


Harley felt as something flipped in his stomach, but he assured himself that it just was a hunger. 


“So, what were you talking about?” Peter asked coming to stand next to Harley and nudging his 
shoulder with his own. 


The room went silent as everybody was looking from one boy to another, making Peter feel like he 
missed something important. The first one who broke the silence was Tony once again. 


“So, Peter, who caused the explosion in my lab?” he asked causing Peter to widen his eyes. 
“Umm, DUM-E?” 


The wave of laughter followed around the room making Peter even more confused. 
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It took another month for Harley Keener to forget about the bet. 


Not entirely, but enough to stop trying to do things he wouldn’t do as a friend. Stopping talking to 
Flash was something he never knew he would like so much. Maybe the thing was that Flash was 
enjoying making fun of him now way too much for it to be an act. Maybe it was the fact that with 
each passing day Harley wanted fewer and fewer things to do with Thompson and his minions. 


Maybe it was Peter. 


Peter who was always next to him. Peter, who saved him during the test on AP Biology, who was 
ready to stay awake late at night to help Harley prepare for the upcoming test, even though the boy 
was Clearly exhausted. With whom Harley spend most of their weekends together, tinkering in the 
lab for hours during the day, and then binging on movies at night, swearing in the morning that it 
was for the last time, only to do it again the next evening. Peter, who listens to him, when Harley 
talks about something personal, like his past life or dreams, and instead of laughing in his face, 
supported him and offered comfort. Peter, who was way too pure and kind for this world. Peter, 
who instead of turning away from Harley after everything he had done to him, decided to stick 
around and be his friend. 


Harley’s best friend. 


But something was wrong because recently Harley started to feel himself strange around Peter. 
Like the way the other boy’s smile makes his heart speed up, or the way his skin would burn 
whenever Peter would touch him, no matter was it a light brush of the fingers when they work in 
the lab side by side or a goodbye hug when the boy would go home. The way his chest clenched 
every time Peter got hurt on patrol, and the relief he is able to feel only after Doctor Cho would 
confirm that the boy was okay. 


Harley had never felt that way and was confused at first. After some time, though, he stopped 
questioning that, accepting that that’s how having a friend feels like. Even if the comments the 


other Avengers continued to make after that morning a month ago, were making him question 
himself in the middle of the night. 


They were best friends. 


So, it was only logical for Harley to cancel this ridiculous bet, without involving Peter in this mess. 
Harley barely saw the point in it anymore, especially when he finally had a person in his life, 
around whom he could be himself, who didn’t care about his status in school or his relationship 
with the Avengers. He didn’t want to risk it and lose it now. Not after he had got a taste of real 
friendship for the first time in his life. 


That’s why now, sitting in the common living room, Harley Keener’s eyes was glued to his phone 
screen. His thumb hovering over the sent button with a simple ‘you won the bet, Flash. I don’t 
want this anymore,’ text message. 


A light touch and all this could be over. Press of the button and he would be free. No more lies, no 
more fake friends. Everything he had with Peter could become real. And that’s all Harley wanted. 


“Hey, kid,” Tony’s voice startled him, making him jump and block his phone on reflex. 
“Tony, you scared me,” he admitted taking a dramatically deep breath. 


“Sorry,” the man apologised not at all sounding sorry. “Peter and I are going to take apart the 
HYDRA’s depth charge, fancy to join us?” Tony asked making Harley jump from his place and 
pocket his phone. 


“You bet!” 


He would just send the message later. 


Give Us a Little Time, Give Us a Little More, We Never Had Enough, I Never 
Had Enough 
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Being deep in thoughts, Harley was looking at the hologram screen which was projecting the 
power source of one of the HYDRA weapons. He, Tony, and Peter were trying to figure out how 
exactly did this thing work, but after five hours full of hypothesis, there was still no luck. 


“T have another science headcanon,” Harley suddenly announced coming closer to the screen. 
Tony knitted his eyebrows in confusion and looked at Peter for some kind of translation. 
“He means ‘hypothesis’,” Peter explained pinching the bridge of his nose and Tony rolled his eyes. 


Ignoring them, Harley started to put together some parts of different equations they had on screens 
around them. After a few minutes, he stepped aside and asked FRIDAY to run the test. A big 
‘ERROR’ popped up on the screen in bold red letters making everyone in the room groan. 


“Nice try, Harley,” Tony still praised him coming closer to the screen to add some numbers. 


“T just don’t understand why it does not work!” Harley complained throwing his head back with a 
low groan. “I can feel that the answer is somewhere here,” he pointed at the core of the hologram. 


“Damn it!” Tony exclaimed when his hypothesis turned into a failure as well. 


Rubbing his tired eyes Peter got up from his place and stretched a little, pushing away the 
numbness he felt after sitting in one position for a while. 


“T think I need some coffee to keep going,” he said making his way toward the exit of the lab. “I 
will go upstairs to make some, anyone wants something?” he asked stopping at the glass door. 


“Yeah, coffee sounds great, can you bring it here?” Tony asked, for a second turning away from 
the screen. 


“Sure, Mr. Stark,” Peter responded with a nod. “Harley?” 
“Can you?” he asked folding his hands in a pleading gesture and blinking way too often. “With-,” 


“With two sugars and the Irish cream, you got it,” Peter finished and Harley felt a familiar 
warmness inside. 


“Thanks, darling,” he replied with a smirk and winked. 


Peter rolled his eyes but by the way a tender smile was curving Peter’s lips, Harley knew he wasn’t 
really annoyed. And if Harley looked a little too long as Peter was leaving, well no one had to 
know that. 


As the door slipped closed after Peter, Harley suddenly felt Tony’s eyes on him. He could feel as 
the man was staring, but he continued to ignore it pretending to work on the equation. His phone 
biped, announcing that it started the update Harley scheduled at this time. Harley paid that zero 
attention. Tony continued to look at him, testing his patience and after a minute the tension in the 
room became unbearable making Harley snap. 


“Okay, you won!” he admitted throwing his hands up, turning to Tony. “What do you want?” 
“How long?” the man asked and Harley hated the way he was smirking. 
“How long what?” he asked annoyed. 


“How long are you in love with Peter?” Tony asked deciding apparently to rip the bang aid in one 
motion. 


Harley rolled his eyes crossing his hands against his chest. 


“We’ve been through this, mechanic,” he started making Tony rose an eyebrow. “We are not 
dating.” 


“That’s not what I asked, though,” Tony’s voice was calm, there was no teasing or judgement. “T 
asked how long you were in love with him.” 


Harley’s heart dropped all the way to the stomach, making a flip in the process. 
What? 


“T am,” he paused, wetting his lips with the tip of his tongue, trying to find a voice to speak. “I am 
not in love with, I’m-” 


Before he could finish, however, Tony interrupted him. 
“Who are you trying to fool, Harley?” he asked approaching the boy with an unimpressed look. 


“No one!” Harley denied, taking a sharp breath, something similar to anger was building in his 
chest. “No one, because I am not in love with Peter!” he knew that screaming this to the man’s face 
was only making what he was saying more absurd, but in his defence, he barely was hearing 
anything apart from his crazy beating heart. “We are friends!” 


“Harley, it’s okay, calm down,” Tony tried to soothe the teen, placing his hand on the boy’s 
shoulder and involving him in a side hug, all tension immediately left the boy’s body. When, and 
only when, Harley’s breathing returned to normal, Tony continued. “And I saw the way you looked 
at him, so stop denying it.” 


Harley moved slightly so he could face Tony, but not break the hug. 
“How do I look at him?” he asked, not really sure if he wanted to know the answer. 


“Like Steve is looking at Bucky,” Tony chuckled shaking his head. “Like I hope I look at Pepper,” 
he admitted in a quieter voice. Harley stayed quiet trying to think of the response. There was no 
way Harley was looking at Peter like that. Peter was his friend, nothing more. The lab was silent 


for a few moments when Tony asked. “Why don’t you ask him on a date, hmm?” 


“Trust me, I tried,” Harley snorted, but the voice was sad as he continued. “Two times,” he held up 
two fingers like it was proving the point. “He rejected me,” he made a small pause before adding. 
“Twice.” 


Harley straightened up a little when he noticed that Tony was staring at him again. This time with a 
shocked expression on his face. 


“He rejected you?” Tony asked in disbelieve. “Really?” 


“Uh-huh,” Harley confirmed, but after some seconds clarified. “Well, the second time he didn’t 
really reject me,” he rubbed the nape of his neck, remembering that day. “He just said that the 
relationships weren’t what I needed at that moment.” 


That confused Tony even more. 
“And what he thought you need?” 


“A friend,” Harley said with a shrug like it wasn’t a big deal like that didn’t turn his life upside 
down. 


“Of course, he did,” the man chuckled softly shaking his head. “And when did you ask him?” 


Suddenly the floor in the lab became extremely interesting because Harley couldn’t look away 
from it. He literally could feel the gaze of the billionaire so he continued, knowing that Tony 
would never let that go. 


“Like, two months ago?” even for Harley it sounded more like a question. 


“But you two,” frowning the man continued. “The day you two started talking again?” he asked to 
clarify. 


“Kind of one day sooner, give it or take,” Harley shrugged, face burning. “He said ‘no’.” 
“And the second time?” Tony arched an eyebrow crossing his hands. 
“Two days later,” the boy admitted embarrassed. 


He didn’t see Tony’s face, but the deep sigh was enough for him, to know what the man was 
thinking. 


“Maybe you should try one more time?” Tony asked and Harley looked at him like he was crazy. 


“And get rejected for the third time?” he asked. “Thank you, but no, thank you,” he said and after 
hearing Peter’s steps getting closer to the lab, moved to his working space. 


“Tf you think, that it’s for the best,” Tony replied and went to the hologram. “But just so you 
know,” he waited until Harley would look at him before continuing. “The way you look at him,” 
the man paused. “It’s not one-sided.” 


Before Harley could ask what he meant the glass door slipped open and Peter entered the room 
with a tray of three cups of coffee and a plate with sandwiches. 


“T’m back,” he announced with a beaming smile and approached Tony, placing a cup on the table. 
“Your black coffee, Mr. Stark.” 


“Thank you, kid, you are a lifesaver,” Tony replied taking the cup. 
Peter handed the coffee to Harley next. 


“Here you go, Harls, two sugars, and the Irish cream,” he said and as Harley was taking the cup, 
their fingers brushed, making the both of them freeze in place. Peter rose his head only to see that 
Harley has already been looking at him, the blush appeared on Peter’s face and he quickly jerked 
his hand away, lowering his gaze. 


“Thanks, darling,” Harley responded and Peter looked in time to see as the boy winked at him. 


“Not a problem,” his voice was barely above the whisper as he fixed the lock of his curly hair 
behind his ear, their eyes weren't meeting and Peter's face became even redder. 


The heart in Harley’s chest missed a beat. 


As Peter came back to Tony, looking at the equation the man started to write down, Harley was 
trying to focus on something that wasn’t the burning sensation he was feeling where Peter’s fingers 
touched his. Or the way Peter smiled shyly when he was talking to him, or the way the boy 
blushed. 


He rose his head to see as Peter was writing down something on the screen, his movements were 
smooth and hypnotising, and Harley lost himself for some moments. Then he glanced at Tony, and 
the man was looking at him back with a victorious smirk that could be only interpreted as ‘J told 
you so.’ 


Harley returned his attention to his notes at the table brushing off all the thoughts about Peter and 
what they had discussed with Tony. He was just tired. Or overthinking. Nothing more. That would 
be impossible. 


There were no deep feelings involved. 


Period. 


OB KK 


On Saturday morning, or better say afternoon, Harley felt a bit disoriented. He had a feeling that he 
had forgotten something important, he just couldn’t put his finger on what exactly. Apparently, 
going to bed at somewhere nearly five in the morning and then sleeping for eight hours straight 
would do that to a person. Still, he didn’t regret it, because even if he was feeling like a truck had 
run over him, it was worth the moment when he, Tony, and Peter finally figure out what they were 
doing wrong. 


When FRIDAY finally announced the good news, after Harley corrected the mistake in the 
equation Peter and Tony come up with, the man was ready to throw a party with fireworks, 
champagne, and all this jazz. Peter did a celebratory dance nearly falling on the floor with Harley 
when he bumped into him. 


The smile he saw the boy had, was worth feeling like shit in the morning. 


Yawning, Harley run his hand over his face trying to shake the sleepiness. He had already had two 
cups of coffee, but that still wasn’t enough. Slowly he made his way toward the kitchen willing to 
refill his drink. 


As he entered the room he was met with Nat, she was wearing her sports clothes and was a bit out 


of breath with a bottle of water in her hand. 
“Good morning,” Harley greeted, going to the coffee machine. 
“Afternoon,” she pointed out taking a sip of her water. 


“Whatever,” the boy muttered waiting for his drink to be done. He looked at the spy with a frown. 
“Training?” he asked waving at her clothes. 


“You can say so,” she shrugged and under Harley’s confused expression elaborated. “I was 
showing Peter some ballet moves,” she said and Harley’s sleep-deprived brain refused to accept 
that information. 


Peter? Peter was dancing? And not only dancing but dancing ballet? What? Since when? 
“Peter?” Harley asked way more awake than he was a minute ago. 
Nat hid her smirk in the bottle of water. 


“Oh, yeah,” she confirmed. “I was doing my Saturday training when he came to the room, at first 
he just asked to watch, but after two songs asked if I could show him some moves,” Nat shrugged 
again like it wasn’t a big deal like Harley’s jaw wasn’t hitting the floor with her every word. “Of 

course, I agreed, after all, he is the only other person here at the tower who has ever danced ballet 
before,” she concluded throwing the empty bottle into the trash bin. 


“Right,” Harley agreed, pretending that he had already known this part of the information. 
Nat grinned eyes sparkling with mischief. Like she figured out something that Harley didn’t. 


“He stayed to practice more,” she said nonchalantly eyeing Harley’s reaction. “The guy is a 
natural, super flexible,” she added making Harley chock on air. 


Oh, God. 


Putting his cup of just made coffee down on the table, Harley made his way toward the exit, being 
completely awake now and having the conversation he just had on repeat in his head. 


“Where are you going?” Nat's voice broke him from his trance and his head snapped to look at her. 


“T, umm, well, I think I forgot something in the training room, yeah,” he managed to come up with 
jerking his hand in the direction of the elevator. 


With a short nod, like it was confirming something he retorted to the elevator furiously pressing 
the button. 


Nat chuckled with a shake of her head. 


As he rode down Harley was tapping his foot. How on the earth he didn’t know that Peter could 
dance? At this point they had talked about every possible topic, how come Peter had never 
mentioned this? Was it, was it because Peter didn’t trust him, was it because he had bullied him in 
the past and now the precious boy didn’t feel himself safe enough to tell him? Harley really hoped 
that it was not the reason why. 


When the door opened Harley took a deep breath and started walking in the direction of the 
training room. As he was coming closer to the door the music could be heard better and better with 
each step. 


‘Give Us A Little Love, huh?’ Harley immediately recognised the song and that just added the oil 
into the fire of desire he had to see the boy now. 


He really needed to question all this later. 
But for now, he was way too busy. 


Carefully, not to let himself be heard, Harley opened the door, which was separating him and the 
image that would follow him in every dream he hopefully was gonna have for the rest of his life. 


In the middle of the room was standing Peter, in a simple black t-shirt and dark grey jogger cargo 
pants. He was standing with his back facing Harley, music playing loudly, so it was very unlikely 
that he had heard as someone entered the room. 


Rising his hands, Peter connected them above his head and with a new beat of music moved. He 
made a step aside separating his hands and spinning around. He moved in perfect sync with the 
music, jumping, and gliding, then arching his back the way it must be painful, but the only thing 
Harley could see on Peter’s face was a pleasure. 


Harley was mesmerised. He lost his ability to talk or think, as the only thing he could do was watch 
the masterpiece in front of him. 


Peter jumped in the air spinning in the process making Harley feel as his heart dropped and his 
eyes widen in horror expecting for the boy to fall. However, Peter caught himself in the last 
moment, landing gracefully on the floor with one leg still up. 


As the song was coming to the end Peter made a flip forward and with the last spin finished his 
dance. 


Being under strong emotions Harley started clapping his hands unable to suppress the words of 
admiration. 


“Darling, that was amazing,” he said approaching the boy. 


Peter freeze in his place and looked at Harley with wide-open eyes full of terror. The boy tensed 
and made a cautious step back, stumbling a little, losing all the grace he had while dancing. 


Harley’s smile faltered, as he looked at him confused. 


“Harley, why are you here?” Peter asked breathing heavily, his cheeks red, but it was hard to say 
whether the boy was embarrassed or it was due to dancing. 


Oh, no. So, he was scared of him finding out. 


“Sorry, to come in unannounced,” he apologised, trying to sound sincere. “Nat said you were here 
dancing,” he continued to explain, pretending like Peter’s gaze wasn’t making his heart clench 
painfully. “I didn’t believe her, so I went to check,” he decided not to tell him the whole truth, 
about how he practically run down here to take a look. 


Peter bit his lower lip eyeing him suspiciously, hugging himself. Like he still was expecting from 
Harley to start laughing. That was breaking his heart. 


God, what have I done? 


“And what do you think?” Peter asked shyly after some moments in silence. 


“You were marvellous,” Harley breathed out and made a few steps closer to the boy, to his relief 
Peter didn’t pull away, so Harley made a final step into the boy’s personal space. “I couldn’t take 
my eyes off you, I’m so,” turned on, Harley wanted to say, he stayed silent for obvious reasons. 
“So impressed, darling,” he said instead. 


Where the fuck did that come from? 
Peter lowered his eyes to look at the floor. 
“Thank you, Harls,” he whispered. 


Before Harley could question his actions, he cupped the boy’s cheeks between his hands and tilted 
his head slightly up, making Peter look at him with his wide-open brown eyes. 


Apparently, sleep-deprived Harley Keener was even bolder than his usual self. 


“And I’m so sorry if I ever let you think that you couldn’t tell me this part of your life,” he 
confessed. 


“Tt’s okay now, Harls,” Peter responded making Harley smile. 
Taking a step back it was Harley’s turn to blush. 


“So,” he started awkwardly. “Is ballet the only dance you do, or is there more?” he asked trying to 
sound unaffected by this whole situation. 


“IT know some other styles, but slow ones are my favourite,” the boy admitted the tip of his ears 
inhumanly red. 


Harley’s eyes sparked, and putting on his face a confident smirk, he asked. 


“Are you dancing alone? How about you show me some moves?” he couldn’t help himself with 
the question. He expected Peter to blush some more, or laugh. 


He, however, didn’t expect Peter Parker to actually take a more confident posture and hold his 
hand out for Harley to take. 


“Think you can handle me?” he asked playfully arching an eyebrow. 


Harley’s mouth went dry. Slowly he reached to take Peter’s hand, and the boy immediately pulled 
him closer to his body, his right hand was holding Harley’s left one, and his left hand lightly 
touched Harley’s waist. 


Feeling as his heart missed a beat, Harley looked at Peter, but the boy leaned closer to him, 
whispering him into the ear. 


“Have you ever danced, Harley?” Peter asked in a low voice, his breath tickling Harley’s sensitive 
skin. He swallowed hard, trying to wrap his head around what was happening. 


How fast could table turn, huh? 
“N-no,” he admitted, feeling as his face started to heat up. 
Peter hummed before responding. 


“T will lead then,” Peter commented. “On three, step to the left,” he ordered and Harley could only 


nod, not trusting his voice. “One, two, three.” 


Harley being completely lost in whatever Peter was saying stepped to the right making the both of 
them bump into each other and in a process, Harley tripped, pulling Peter with him as he was 
falling down. 


The both of them groaned as they hit the floor. The silence lasted only for a moment before the 
both of them busted into tears from laughing. 


“On your left, Harley, left,” Peter pointed out between gasps of breath. 
“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Harley responded turning his head to look at the boy. 


Peter was smiling and his eyes were shining. That was Harley’s favourite look on him. His heart 
was going crazy in his chest, but he couldn’t find the reason. Why was he always felt so strange 
around Peter? 


Suddenly he remembered what Tony told him yesterday, but that couldn’t be true. He and Peter 
were friends. That’s all. Nothing more. 


As he accepted Peter’s hand, when the boy helped him to get up, he tried to ignore the burning 
feeling he had. When Peter sneaked his hand around Harley’s waist to lead the dance, Harley tried 
to ignore the fact that he actually forgot how to breathe for a moment when their eyes met. 


‘There are no feelings,’ Harley was repeating again and again in his head., 
That would be impossible. 


Because Harley Keener was totally, one hundred percent sure absolutely not in love with Peter 
Parker. 


In The Middle of The Night, We Were Crazy in Love 
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Harley Keener was in love with Peter Parker. 


It took him two whole months, after he had that talk with Tony, to admit this, but here he was. 
Now, lying in his bed way past his sleep time with Peter by his side and some episode of 
Smallville playing on his laptop, he could finally say, that yes, he indeed was in love with his best 
friend. 


And Harley had no idea what to do with that. 


Sometimes it still was hard for him to believe that Peter just like that forgot everything Harley had 
ever done to him, all the cruel words, locking in the lockers, dropped lunches, stolen homework, 
Harley even remembered that one time, when he and Flash caused an explosion in the chemistry 
lab and accused Peter of that in front of the teacher. Peter served monthly detention after that, but 
Tony, as well as the other Avengers, never found out about it. Peter stayed silent, and now he was 
making it looks like it had never ever happened. Even after being friends with Harley for nearly 
four months, Peter had never brought that up. 


Not once. 
Harley didn’t know what he did to deserve this. 


Looking away from his screen as the episode ended, Harley wanted to ask Peter if the boy was 
willing to watch another one, as Harley himself wasn’t really sleepy for now, but turning his head 
he was met with Peter Parker peacefully sleeping, his hands carefully folded underneath his cheek 
as his head was partly lying on Harley’s right shoulder, lips slightly parted, and, if listen carefully, 
the soft snores could be heard from the boy. 


‘Adorable,’ a voice in his head whispered, and Harley couldn’t agree more, he didn’t even try to 
hide his smile, which appeared on his face. 


During their another ‘Smallville’ marathon Harley didn’t even notice how close they moved to 
each other. It felt good, he could feel the heat of Peter’s body, and it was making him feel warmth 
for a different reason. Peter trusted him. Near him, Peter felt himself safe enough to let his guards 
down, to relax, and fall asleep. After everything. Harley didn’t stop smiling as he pressed the 
button to start a new episode. There was no way he was going to wake Peter up and lose this 


precious moment, so turning the volume down, he continued to watch the show literally stopping 
himself from pulling the sleeping boy even closer to him. 


However, halfway through the show, Harley felt as Peter stirred in his sleep and a low whimper 
followed a moment later, making Harley freeze. 


“Peter?” he called carefully, tilting his head to look at the boy. Peter frowned, but his eyes stayed 
closed as he moved to hide his face further in the crook of the other boy’s neck, letting another 
pained sound. “Hey, Pete, wake up,” Harley shook him gently but stilled when he heard a quiet 
voice. 


“N-no, don’t wanna,” Peter whispered brokenly and if it wasn’t for the way it was said, Harley 
would think that the boy was awake and just didn’t want to get up. Sadly, that wasn’t the case. 
With another pained noise, Peter mumbled something, but Harley was unable to understand what 
as half of the words were blended together. 


“Come on, Peter,” this time Harley shook him using a little bit more force. “Wake up, it’s just a 
dream,” he was muttering while sitting upon his bed, in a process turning Peter to lie on his back. 
“Just a dream, you hear me? Just a dream,” the only response he received was Peter’s hurt facial 
expression as he started tossing and turning on the sheets, a crystal-clear tear that was running 
down the sleeping boy’s cheek, followed after a low full of pain groan. 


Harley hated to see Peter like this and not know what to do, because that, that never had happened 
before. Yet, again it was the first time Peter had ever fallen asleep near Harley. 


“Please,” the raw breath the boy took at the end was breaking Harley’s heart. Tenderly, with his 
thumb he wiped the tear from Peter’s face but didn’t take away the hand, cupping the other boy’s 
cheek instead. Seemed like the physical contact was able to slightly calm down the sleeping boy. 


“Darling, wake up,” Harley murmured running his free hand through Peter’s soft brown locks. He 
was trying to soothe him, when Peter groaned, frowning even more. “Sh-sh, wake up, it’s okay, 
you are safe,” he continued ignoring the fact that he now was nearly lying on top of the boy. 


“T don’t wanna go!” Peter suddenly screamed taking a sitting position, and Harley quickly moved 
away to avoid bumping into the boy. His brown eyes were wide open and full of terror, tears 
running down his face. Taking shallow rapid breaths, Peter clenched a fist at his chest with his 
soaked with sweat t-shirt. “Please, I don’t wanna go,” he whispered brokenly closing his eyes and 
shaking his head, Peter bent his knees in front of him and wrapped his arms tightly around them, 
hiding his face. 


The room went silent sans for the pattern of sobs. 


“Hey, Peter,” after a minute Harley found his voice again. “It’s okay,” he continued and slowly, not 
to scare the boy, placed his hand on a shaking shoulder. Even though he tried to act carefully he 
still startled him, making the boy jump in his place and raise his head. Harley wished he didn’t 
because the amount of pain he could see in the red-rimmed eyes was terrifying. Gulping, Harley 
whispered gently. “Hey, it’s okay, I’m here.” 


Whatever reaction he was expecting, that clearly wasn’t it. Peter apparently finally figured out that 
he wasn’t in his room, and what was more important wasn’t alone, quickly took a deep breath and 
wiped away his tears, ignoring the new wave of salty liquid that followed after. 


“Harley, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you up,” he started to ramble, making an attempt to get 
up. “Gosh, I’m so sorry, I'll go, sorry,” Peter seemed quite embarrassed, and Harley didn’t like 


that, so before the boy could move any farther, he grabbed his trembling hand and pulled slightly 
making the boy fall back on his bed. 


“Tt’s okay, darling, you didn’t wake me up,” Harley reassured him still not letting go of the hand. 
“Tt’s okay, you hear me?” he asked making sure that the boy was actually listening to him. “Please, 
just please, calm down,” Harley said and moved on the sheets the way so his back was pressed to 
the headboard of the bed, then he tugged Peter with him. Maybe it was the shock of the nightmare 
the boy just had or the confusion of being suddenly awake, but Peter without hesitation followed 
him, letting Harley place him by his right side the way that Peter’s head was rested on his chest. 
Harley quickly wrapped his hand around the shaking boy, enveloping him in a hug. “It’s okay, I’m 
here, you are safe,” he whispered. 


Apparently, that was all it took for the dam to break, because at the next moment Peter’s body 
started to shake, a new wave of tears featuring the sound of heart-breaking sobs every few seconds 
followed right after. Harley stayed silent, not because he didn’t know what to say, but because he 
knew that whatever he says wouldn’t be heard, so he let the fragile boy in his arms calm down on 
his own. Harley lied with him, running his hand up and down Peter’s back, trying to provide at 
least a tiny bit of comfort. 


Only when Peter started to take more deep breaths, and the tears stopped falling on Harley’s 
already wet t-shirt, did he speak. 


“How are you feeling, darling?” Harley asked continuing his hand movements. 
“T’m sorry,” Peter whispered closing his eyes. “I didn’t mean to-” 


“T’m gonna stop you right here,” Harley interrupted him before he could apologise more. “You did 
nothing wrong,” he assured the boy when Peter rose his head to look at Harley no doubt willing to 
protest. “I’m actually kind of happy it happened here, with me, and you weren’t alone in your room 
crying yourself to sleep.” 


Peter opened his mouth to say something but nothing come out. It was clear for Harley that the boy 
wanted to argue or deny what was said, but in the end, surrendered. 


“Thank you, Harls,” he sincerely said instead. 


Harley responded with a smile, hugging him with his right hand, Peter tensed for a second but then 
slowly lowered his head on Harley’s shoulder, relaxing. Giving up to his emotions Harley pressed a 
light kiss on Peter’s hair, inhaling the smell of citrus and fir shampoo the boy was using. He knew 
that with Peter’s senses the boy felt it, but he didn’t comment on it and Harley was grateful for that. 


“Do you feel any better?” Harley asked quietly after some minutes in silence. 


“T don’t know,” Peter shrugged bringing his hand up to Harley’s chest and starting to smoother the 
wrinkled fabric. “I guess, I had to be used to it by now,” he admitted with sadness in his voice. 


That made Harley’s chest clench in pain. 


“Does that happen often?” Harley asked following with his eyes the patterns Peter was drawing on 
his chest. 


“Not really,” the boy admitted with another shrug. “Like once or twice a week, I think,” he made a 
pause, and before Harley could argue that twice, heck even once, a week was often enough Peter 
added. “After Thanos, I had had nightmares every single night, if I slept at all. So, I guess, I should 
be grateful that now it is not like that.” 


And that, that broke Harley’s heart. Not only Peter must balance his teenage life with school and 
superhero duty, but at night he also was forced to suffer from the constant nightmares. It’s like he 
just couldn’t catch a break. Mentally cursing, Harley suddenly remembered all the shit he and other 
bullies put Peter through in school. 


“T’m sorry,” he apologised, not expecting to be understood. 


“It’s fine,” Peter responded, but it was not, Harley knew it was not fine. “This one just hit too 
deep,” Peter admitted barely above the whisper, the patterns he was drawing with each turn were 
becoming more and more complicated. 


“Do you wanna talk about it?” Harley asked lowering his eyes to look at Peter. 


There was silence again for a minute or two, and Harley started to suspect that it was a ‘no’ when 
Peter’s tremulous voice was heard in the room. 


“Tt just was too much this time.” 


“You don’t have to,” Harley started, but froze when Peter rose his head placing his chin on 
Harley’s chest. 


“The question is: do you really want to know?” he asked maintaining eye contact. 
“Whenever you are ready,” he was nodding before the words had left his mouth. 


With a hesitant smile, Peter returned to his previous position, continuing to draw patterns with his 
fingers. 


‘Tt helps him to calm down,’ Harley finally figured out. 


“There is not a lot to tell,” Peter began taking his time, looking for the right words. “Usually, it’s 
one of the things that had happened, you know, just one,” he said pausing to take a deep breath. 
“But this time, this time it was all together. Like this one hell of a horror movie's crossovers, only 
this was worse, because I know that it had actually happened,” the fingers curled on Harley’s chest 
clenching his t-shirt for a brief moment, before letting it go. “Not to go into deep details, it was a 
homecoming night only I was older, everything was fine until Mysterio showed up, green smoke, 
I’m suffocating and suddenly a freaking building is falling on top of me again,” he made a pause to 
breathe but chocked on a sob, and Harley noticed as tears were running down his face, he tightened 
the arm around the boy, hugging him, but not interrupting. “I was there, under tons of cement, 
crying for help, I saw you, I saw Mr. Stark and others, Thanos right behind you but you didn’t see 
him. And you didn’t see me. The Snap. Pain. And then this feeling as every molecule of my body 
is tearing apart, I disappear, only to open my eyes and see the school’s gym hall with balloons, 
music and a large poster with the word ‘Homecoming’ on it,” he finished in a quiet voice wiping 
the tears. 


Holding Peter in his arms, Harley was the loss at words. He felt as his own eyes were watering, but 
he couldn’t let the tears fall. It wouldn’t be fair; he didn’t even know half of the shit Peter went 
through. He knew that something had happened at homecoming, but no one really told him what 
exactly. Well, apparently a fucking building was dropped on a fifteen years old Peter! Harley had 
known most of what had happened between Peter and Mysterio as the boy told him during one of 
their study sessions, and Tony told him about Thanos, still, he’s never guessed that Peter felt the 
Snap that much. Taking a breath Harley tried to process all the received information and find what 
to say. But easily said than done. 


“T’m so sorry,” he said eventually, knowing that it was not enough. 


“No, it’s okay,” Peter said, drying his tears with the back of his hand. “I’m sorry I dropped all this 
on you, you must be thinking that ’m a weak pathetic loser. Poor Parker, couldn’t stand a 
nightmare,” the way it was said made Harley cup Peter’s cheek with his left hand and rose his 
head, bringing his face closer to him, making the boy look him in the eyes. 


“You are anything, but weak or pathetic, you hear me? Let alone loser,” he said in a stern voice. 
“You are so brave and lionhearted, so smart, and Peter, you’re one of the strongest people I know, 
and I live with the Avengers,” Harley pointed out earning a chuckle from the boy. 


“Thank you,” Peter whispered smiling kindly. “And thank you for listening, it feels good to finally 
talk to someone about it,” he admitted and looked around, the blush appeared on his cheeks, like 
he only now found out how close they both were. 


“T’m glad you feel better, darling,” he responded with a wink and put his hand away from Peter’s 
cheek when the boy slightly moved from him, sitting up. Much to Harley’s disappointment, he 
must admit. He didn’t comment the way Peter’s face became even redder. 


“Tm, hmm, I think, I’m better go to my room now,” Peter stammered climbing off of the bed. 
As the boy made his way toward the door, Harley jumped out from his place as well. 

“Tll walk you,” he offered, walking next to Peter. 

“My room is nearly across yours,” Peter pointed out chuckling and arching an eyebrow. 


“You still can get lost, darling,” Harley shrugged and grabbed the door for Peter, pretending that 
his heart didn’t do a flip as Peter sent him a grateful smile. 


As they walked through the hallway too close to each other, every now and then bumping 
shoulders, they didn’t talk, but Harley was stealing a few glances at Peter when the other wasn’t 
looking, bailing his fists to prevent himself from taking the boy’s hand into his. 


To ask him to stay. 


They stopped in front of Peter’s room when the boy turned to him. Harley could see that he was 
nervous, Peter bit his lower lip clearly considering something, but when Harley wanted to ask what 
was on his mind, Peter said. 


“Thank you again, Harley,” he smiled and with a newly found courage made a small step forward 
and reaching slightly up pressed a tender kiss on Harley’s cheek. 


Harley’s heart started to beat faster and his mouth fell open, he froze and was pretty sure that his 
brain just stopped working. When Peter pulled back, face red, the boy sent another small smile and 
turned to open the door of his room. 


Something inside Harley broke down, shattering the tiny wall with his self-control. 


As Peter turned the doorknob Harley’s hand stopped his movement, and with the slight tug, Harley 
spun the boy around so Peter was facing him now. He took a small step into the boy’s personal 
space, making Peter’s breath hitch, the boy was looking down, not meeting Harley’s eyes. Tension 
in the hall could be pin-pointed, when Harley slowly brought his hand under Peter’s chin lifting it, 
leaving no choice but to look him in the eyes. 


“Tell me,” he whispered desperately, moving his hand from the chin to the cheek. “Tell me, if ’'m 
reading this wrong, darling,” he pleaded. “Tell me, and I'll leave. We will never talk about this 
again,” he promised, closing his eyes and pressing his forehead to Peter’s while taking a deep 
breath feeling drunk with having Peter so close to himself. 


Not knowing what to expect Harley felt as his heart was beating with so much force, he was 
sensing it with every part of his body. Feeling as two soft hands cupped his cheeks, made his eyes 
flash open, the stroking of Peter’s thumbs on his skin was marvellous. 


And then Peter’s whisper was like a breath of fresh air after being underwater for too long. 
“You’re not reading this wrong, Harley.” 


Throwing all his self-control into the window, Harley leaned forward, pushing Peter against the 
door of the boy’s room, and before he could overthink what he was doing, connected their lips 
together in a desperate kiss. Peter made a noise of surprise but returned the kiss without hesitation. 


Harley saw sparks flying around them when he felt that Peter responded to the kiss. Their lips were 
moving in syncs as Harley slowly started to open up the kiss, running the tip of his tongue over 
Peter’s soft lip begging for permission and feeling intoxicated with the boy when Peter gradually 
parted his lips. 


None of them wanted to stop but the need for oxygen made them tear away from each other. As 
they pulled apart, they both were panting heavily feeling each other’s breath, Harley tilted his head 
to look Peter in the eyes, searching for any signs of rejection, and smiled when the only thing he 
was met with was desire and hunger. 


“Okay, darling?” he asked quietly, just to be sure. 


“More than okay,” Peter breathed out and with his hands pulled Harley closer reconnecting their 
lips in a much more passionate kiss. 


Slowly Harley’s hands travelled from Peter’s face to the boy’s waist settling there as he bit down 
on Peter’s lower lip making the boy moan into his mouth. That sinful sound was like a drug to 
Harley because the moment he heard it he knew he was addicted to it. Nibbling at the boy’s lower 
lip Harley let his hands go lower until he reached past the boy’s ass lifting Peter up by his thighs. 


Letting a squeak of surprise, Peter more intuitively, than knowing what to do, wrapped his legs 
around Harley’s hips locking ankles behind the boy’s back, his hands moved from the face to 
Harley’s neck pulling him impossible close. 


Not able to suppress a smirk Harley pressed himself to Peter, sandwiching him between the 
wooden door and his heated body, making the boy moan louder than before. The knowledge that 
Peter was as aroused as he was, the feeling of Peter around him all this was driving Harley crazy 
making his head dizzy with want. As Peter’s hand moved up to Harley’s blond hair, he felt as the 
boy curled his fingers and tugged slightly at the locks, making Harley groan into the kiss. 


Huh, look at this. A new kink. 


Dragging Peter closer by his thighs, Harley pressed him even further into the door, he finally pulled 
from those alluring lips, only to outline Peter’s jaw with his kisses and slowly moved down to the 
neck, leaving the trail of dark marks. 


“Oh,” Peter let a high-pitched moan and it echoed in the empty hall. “I think, Harls, I think,” he 
tried to say only to moan louder as Harley bit down on the base of his pale neck. ““We should take 


that to the room before we wake everyone up,” Peter managed to conclude moving his head away 
from Harley’s lips on his neck. 


As the words finally were starting to make sense in his drunk with lust head, Harley slightly pulled 
back. 


“Yeah, probably, a good idea, darling,” he breathed out attacking Peter’s swollen lips in another 
heated kiss. Peter made a sound to protest, but it all died down the moment Harley’s tongue 
entered his mouth, exploring every inch of it. 


After another heavy make-out session, Peter pulled away, only this time he was smarter, instead of 
trying to reason Harley, he kissed his way up to the boy’s ear, whispering in a low hoarse voice. 


“Please, Harls,” he took the ear lobe into his mouth, nibbling faintly. “I don’t wanna be interrupted 
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now. 
Harley groaned out loud, but it was swallowed with a deep sensual kiss. 


“Gosh, darling,” he moaned in the boy’s mouth. “What you do to me,” with that he grabbed Peter’s 
ass more firmly, making him whimper in pleasure, and moved back to his room. He thanked every 

God he knew, that he left the door ajar as there was no chance, he would be able to open it with his 
hands busy. 


Closing the door with his foot, he made a mental note to thank Tony as well, for his decision to 
make all doors close without a sound. He quickly moved to his bed and, surprising even himself, 
lowered Peter with such gentleness, like the boy was the most fragile thing in the world. 


Making a step back Harley admired the view of Peter in the middle of his bed and groaned at the 
sign. The boy’s lips were kiss swollen, eyes dark with desire, and on his neck could already be seen 
love marks Harley had left. He was so in love with the sign, it was driving him mad. 


‘Gosh, I love him,’ run through his mind, and he was surprised how little it scared him. 


Peter propped up on his elbows, biting his lower lip, eyes roaming over Harley’s body. Harley 
smirked being no stranger to people admiring his body. Slowly approaching the bed, he crawled 
over the boy, his hand finding its way under Peter’s t-shirt making the boy’s breath hitch. Pressing 
their lips together into another passionate kiss, Harley tugged at the t-shirt rising it up and breaking 
the kiss only to pull the piece of clothes completely off and throw it away. He run his left hand 
over Peter’s naked chest not able to pull his gaze away when he noticed that Peter reached to his 
shirt. Harley gave a peck on his abused lips. 


“Patience, darling,” he whispered, throwing his left leg over Peter’s hips, straddling him, making 
Peter moan underneath him, throwing his head back as he fell completely on his back. Harley 
quickly got rid of his own t-shirt, catching Peter checking him out again. “You are staring, 
darling,” he teased throwing the shirt somewhere on the floor. 


“Can you blame me?” Peter groaned at the sign. “You are gorgeous.” 
Being again lost for words, he realised that it was for the first time those words mattered to him. 
I fucking love you. 


Feeling as the new wave of arousal filled his body, it was almost painful for Harley at this point to 
stay still and not to explore with all his feelings. Leaning forward, he run his hands up to where 
Peter’s palms were and intertwined their fingers. Pinning Peter down to the bed by his hands, 


Harley rocked his hips slowly testing the water, making the both of them moan loudly. Letting go, 
he without rush travelled his hands back to Peter’s tummy and then up to his chest again, making 
the boy underneath him arch his back, meeting every touch Harley had to offer. Making Peter lose 
himself in sensation. Finally, after he was satisfied with teasing, Harley lowered his head, capturing 
Peter’s lips into a deep passionate kiss, trying to express everything he felt right now. Peter 
responded with the same heat and enthusiasm, setting his now free hands on Harley’s waist pulling 
him closer. 


Moving from Peter’s lips to his neck once again Harley summoned all his willpower and whispered 
lips still touching Peter’s skin. 


“Tell me to stop, and I will,” he pulled slightly away to look Peter in the eyes, searching for any 
signs of hesitation or discomfort, hoping and praying to find none of them. Yet, he knew that if 
Peter would want to out now if the boy was at least a little bit uncomfortable, he wouldn’t say a 
word, he was well aware that it was Peter’s first time, and he was sure as Hell wouldn’t want to 
pressure Peter to do something the boy was not ready for. Everything they had already done was 
way more than what Harley could ever dream about. “No judgment, no hard feelings,” he 
swallowed hard, the beating of his heart was breaking all speed limits as he was waiting for the 
answer. 


Peter’s chocolate brown eyes met his ice blue ones and he responded in the same hoarse voice, he 
used in the halls, pulling Harley for another kiss. 


“T don’t want to stop.” 


They didn’t. 
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Waking up at the feeling of some movements at his right side made Harley groan in displeasure 
rolling on his back. Getting rid of his one-night stands was always annoying. His sleepy brain has 
already been coming up with some excuses, when a warm body was suddenly pressed up against 
his naked one, a soft hand sneaking over his chest, wrapping around his middle and a head finding 
its way right under his chin, legs tangled under the blanket. 


Harley tensed, with every breath taken the intoxicating scent of citrus and fir was filling Harley’s 
lungs as the events of last night were starting to come back in his mind. 


Late-night Smallville marathon. 
Nightmare. 

They talk. 

Kiss. 

‘Don’t stop.’ 

Peter. 


Peeling his eyes open Harley slightly tilted his head down, seeing the familiar soft mop of brown 
hair. Unable to suppress a smile Harley let a breath he forgot he was holding. Peter was there. He 
stayed. Relaxing, he wanted nothing more but to come back to sleep, savouring this precious 
moment; unfortunately, he had made a mistake to glance at the clock that was placed on his 
nightstand. The alarm would go on at any minute, so they need to get up, to not be late for school. 
Letting a disappointed sigh, Harley reached down a little, pressing a kiss to the crown of Peter’s 
hair. 


“Hey, darling, wake up,” he whispered quietly, pressing another kiss. 


Peter shifted around a bit, making a small noise in protest, he tried to find a more comfortable 
position, tightening his hold on another boy. 


“Nah, don’t want to,” he mumbled not opening his eyes. 


Harley chuckled biting his lower lip. 


“Come on, darling, we have school in two hours,” he raised his hand to run through chocolate 
brown curls, making the boy purr. 


“Uh-huh,” Peter hummed in agreement, relaxing at the touch. 


“Darling,” Harley said in a warning tone, curling his fingers in the silk locks, tugging slightly, 
making the boy tilted his head up. 


“Fine,” Peter groaned surrendering, slowly opening his dark brown eyes, blinking a little too often 
while adjusting to the light in the room. “Hey,” he whispered dreamingly, looking at the other boy. 


“Hey,” Harley responded in the same way, moving his hand from the hair to the boy’s lower back. 
“How are you feeling? Sore?” he asked a worry detected in his voice. He prayed that Peter didn’t 
regret the last night. 


A smile that lighted up the boy’s face melted all his concerns. 


“Nah, I feel great, thanks,” Peter assured him and reached up to leave a kiss on Harley’s jaw. 
“You?” he asked, pulling back, supporting his weight on his elbow. 


“T feel like I’m in Heaven,” Harley admitted, and when Peter knitted his eyebrows in a small 
confusion, elaborated. “With such a beautiful angel in my arms.” 


Peter snorted shaking his head and Harley smiled joying his laughter. 


“T can’t believe you just said that,” Peter chuckled leaning to peck on Harley’s lips. ““That’s so 
cheesy.” 


“You like it, though,” Harley retorted cupping the boy’s cheek with his hand, stroking it with his 
thumb. 


“Yeah, I did,” Peter admitted connecting their lips again in a slower more sensual kiss. 
Harley’s sure as Hell could get used to the morning like this. 


However, pulling apart, Harley noticed that Peter wouldn’t meet his eyes, the boy bit at his lip 
worryingly, struggling to say something. 


“What it is, darling?” Harley asked frowning. 
Peter moved his jaw from the left side to the right before opening his mouth. 


“Was it a one-time thing?” he asked after taking his time, looking vulnerable, and immediately 
blushed. “I mean, are you, you’re seeing someone? I mean, not that you, I just, uhm,” Peter 
rambled stammering at some words and Harley cut him with the press of his lips to his. 


“I’m not seeing anyone, darling,” Harley assured him. “And that definitely wasn’t a one-time thing 
for me,” he continued feeling as the boy relaxed at his words. “I would love to do more with you, 
Peter, not only this, but more, if you'll let me,” he concluded feeling exposed and anxious, letting 
the other boy this close to him. 


“Yeah,” Peter breathed out mesmerised. “I would love to,” he smiled leaning to kiss Harley one 
more time. 


“And I meant that darling, I’m not seeing anyone, I haven’t for the last four months, I guess,” 
Harley confessed honestly, knowing why Peter would ask that in the first place, he had a reputation 
after all. “I see you heard some of the rumours, huh?” 


“T’m sorry, Harls,” Peter apologised, face heating up even more. “I didn’t mean to-” 


“Nah, it’s okay,” Harley interrupted him, tightening his hold on the waist of another boy, not 
letting him pull away. “A better half of those gossips are true, anyway,” he shrugged eyeing 
Peter’s reaction, but the boy didn’t show any signs of disgust or disappointment. “Some of them 
are ridiculous, though,” he complained and Peter giggled. 


“Yeah,” he agreed folding his arms on Harley’s chest and placing his chin on them, looking at the 
other boy. “There actually was a rumour that you dated Flash,” Peter informed him casually, 
laughing as Harley’s eyes widen. “Or at least fucked him.” 


“Eww, Flash?” his face grimaced in disgust. Peter’s body was shaking with silent laughter, and 
Harley couldn’t look away from him. However, at the mention of the Flash’s name he felt as cold 
stabbed his body making him freeze. ‘Oh, no. Oh, no. Oh, no, no, no,’ run through his head as 
panic started to build up in his chest. The bet. The text. He didn’t send it, did he? He had 
completely forgotten about it, and now, he had completed the bet. What was he supposed to do 
now? He looked at the boy, who was half lying on top of him, smiling innocently, totally oblivious 
to what Harley had done. 


Shit. 


“Darling,” Harley started trying to speak normally, but there was a slight tremble in his voice, 
which Peter no doubt detected. The boy immediately rose his head, looking at him with worry. 
Gosh, he didn’t deserve him. “I need to tell you something,” Harley breathed out trying to find the 
courage for his confession. 


“Okay, what it is, Harls?” Peter asked frowning as he was sitting up, Harley mirrored his position, 
leaning back on the headboard. 


“You see-” he started taking the boy’s hand in his, intertwining their fingers, when the Irish voice 
of FRIDAY interrupted him. 


“Potato boy, Boss said that if you and Underoos do not get your asses out of the bed in the next 
five minutes, Happy will not drive you to school.” 


“Shit,” Harley muttered, as Peter got up from the bed. 


“We will talk later, okay?” Peter offered with an awkward smile, covering himself with clothes he 
found on the floor. “I really need a shower,” he said putting on the wrinkled t-shirt and pants. 


“Yeah, later, okay,” Harley agreed. It was not okay, he knew that. “We will talk later,” he forced a 
smile. 


Peter leaned down to him and claimed Harley’s lips in a quick kiss before he left the room. 
“Fuck,” Harley cursed as the door closed behind the boy, burying his head in his hands. 


Harley was doomed. 
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During the breakfast, no one said anything to them, and Harley was grateful for it. But to be fair, 
there was only Happy and Pepper in the room, Tony has an early meeting, Steve, Bucky, and Sam 
were probably on the morning run. Others probably still were sleeping or somewhere else, not that 
it mattered to Harley right now. All that mattered was the boy that was by his side since they have 
met in the kitchen, he was meant to talk to him as the boy was preparing breakfast, but then Peter 
shyly placed a plate of slightly burned scrambled eggs in front of him, and all he was able to say 
was a quiet ‘thank you’, making the boy blush. After they ate Happy started to complain that they 
were going to be late and he again didn’t say anything. 


They were riding in the car together and Happy pulled the glass between them, which gave them 
some privacy and Harley was ready to take the opportunity to talk, but Peter leaned his head on his 
shoulder, starting to scroll through his Instagram, occasionally showing Harley funny videos, and 
that really wasn’t the time Harley decided. 


When Happy dropped them off in front of the school and drove away, Harley opened his mouth to 
confess everything, he, however, stopped dead on his tracks when Peter was standing next to him 
slid his soft hand into his and with a warm smile and small tug led them to the school. 


‘Later,’ he decided, letting Peter take away all his worries. 


Nothing happened during the first period, and the second as well. At lunch people were giving 
them some funny glances, there were whispers behind their backs, but both of them didn’t 
acknowledge any of it. They were sitting together, eating and discussing the show they watched 
yesterday, simply enjoying each other company. 


Everything was going great. Harley had to know, that it wouldn’t last for long. 


Casually leaning against the lockers, Harley was waiting for Peter, who was changing his books 
for their last class. 


“Finally, it’s almost over,” Harley groaned dramatically stretching from side to side. 


“Only one lesson left,” Peter rolled his eyes with a fond smile. “What? Have some plans for the 
evening?” Peter teased like they wouldn’t just spend time in the lab and then binge-watch their 
show. 


A sly smile sneaked on Harley’s face. 

“Actually, I do,” he said as a matter of fact and Peter turned to look at him arching an eyebrow. 
“Which involve you, hopefully in my bed, screaming my name again,” he continued playing his 
eyebrows up and down. 


Lost at words, Peter opened his mouth, once, twice, the third one was the lucky one. 


“T did, I did not scream your name,” he managed to say, but his red cheeks were telling a different 
story. 


“Well, darling-” 


“Oh, what have I just heard,” Harley froze and whatever he was mean to say was stuck in his throat 
as his heart dropped all the way down to the stomach. 


“Ugh, awesome, Flash was eavesdropping,” Peter muttered closing his locker and standing by 
Harley’s side. “What do you want?” he asked crossing his hands over his chest. 


Flash beamed as his friends were laughing behind him. 


“T just wanted to say congratulations to Harley,” he responded faking innocence. “Did he really 
make you scream his name while he was f-” 


“T don’t see how this is any of your concerns,” Peter interrupted him sharply before Flash could 
finish his sentence. Harley swallowed, feeling as his hands started to tremble, heart beating in his 
head. 


‘Oh, no, no.’ 


“Yeah, but I think, that it is exactly my concern, thank you very much,” Flash informed him, 
taking a step forward. “‘As it’s my fifty bucks I’m losing here,” he added lowering his voice. “So, 
tell me, Parker, did you scream his name?” 


“What?” Peter asked confused, his posture changed, becoming less confident. It was making 
Harley more anxious, but he just couldn’t find his voice. “Harley, what the heck is he talking 
about?” Peter asked turning to him. 


“Oh, you still didn’t tell him?” Flash snorted before he could answer Peter. “Damn, Keener, what, 
you were wanting to get some tonight as well?” he mocked and the laughter from the people 
around followed, apparently, they earned a little audience. 


Great, just great. 


“Tell me what?” Peter knitted his eyebrows in confusion uncrossing his hands. He was looking 
Harley straight in the eyes, which was funny because Harley was ready to look anywhere, but not at 
Peter. 


“That all this was a bet,” Flash announced before Harley could think of the response. “I bet Harley 
fifty bucks that he won’t be able to fuck you, he said that not only he would do it but also would 
make you, how was it, Harls?” Flash paused for a brief moment bringing his finger to his lips like 
he was trying to remember. “Oh, right! Make you scream his name in desperation, begging for 
more,” he beamed victoriously as people around laughed some more. 


Harley saw as colours slowly drained off Peter’s face and his breath hitched; the boy was staring in 
front of himself clearly processing what was said. Harley wanted nothing more but to take him in 
his arms and protect him from all the looks he was receiving, to whisper that everything Flash said 
was a lie, that he would never. But he couldn’t, and all this, all this was on Harley now. 


“Peter, I,”’ he reached out for Peter’s hand, trying to make things right, but the boy yanked it like he 
was burned. He rose his filled with tears eyes at Harley. 


“Ts it true?” he asked voice small and broken, he was hugging himself. 
And Harley knew that lying wasn’t an option here. 
“Darling, I’m so sorry,” he whispered in desperation reaching for Peter. 


“Oh my Gosh,” the boy muttered bringing his hand to cover his mouth, he made a step back, 
stumbling and catching himself in the last moment. “Oh my,” he repeated as the first two tears 
made their way down his face. 


“Aww, poor Penis Parker, thought that it was for real,” Flash was laughing with his friends and 
Harley was ready to snap when the AC/DC song suddenly started blasting, making everyone shut 


up and look around in a search of the sound. 


Still shaking with sobs, Peter fished out his phone from the pocket of his jeans and looked at the 
screen. Harley saw as Peter accepted the call, silencing the music and making everyone look at him 
instead. 


“Y-yeah?” he asked with a trembling voice and listened for the response. Suddenly, Peter’s whole 
demeanour changed, he straightened up as he was nodding to something the other person, Harley 
knew it was Tony, was saying, face serious, unreadable. “Got it, ETA?” he asked in a stern voice 
leaving no doubt that whatever they were talking about, it was not a joke. “Okay, see you soon,” 
with that he ended the call, pocketing his phone. Peter pinched the bridge of his nose and took a 
deep breath turning to Harley, completely ignoring everyone else. “We are dismissed from the last 
class, Tony needs us, Happy will be here in seven minutes,” he said and turned to the exit of the 
school. “I'll wait outside,” and with that, he left not sparing anyone a glance. 


Harley stayed standing in the hallway full of people, feeling completely alone. 
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The ride to the Avengers Tower was awkward and filled with tension. 


When Peter got in the car he sat as far from Harley as possible and turned away, he was looking at 
the window the whole time, and this time it was Harley who couldn’t look away from the boy he 
had hurt so much. Peter’s face was unreadable but his fingers were betraying him, as the boy was 
slowly drawing some complicated patterns on his knee. 


‘That helps him to calm down,’ echoed in Harley’s mind and he hated himself that he was the 
reason why the boy was upset. 


He wanted to speak up. Wanted to say something, to apologise, but he couldn’t. The lump in his 
throat was preventing him from talking, he didn’t know what to say anyway, so he stayed silent. 


It got worse at the tower. Tony called them so they could all attend a meeting with the Avengers. 
Apparently, there was a new villain in the town, some guy called Finn Rains, who was kidnapping 
the teens and then selling them for slavery, and they needed to stop him. 


Harley was only half-listening, his mind was preoccupied with a certain boy, who took a place at 
another corner of the room, and hadn’t even turned his head in Harley’s direction since the school 
hallway. 


Peter was listening to everything Steve was saying, occasionally even taking some notes as they 
were discussing the plan, stealing some glances of the photo of the guy which was processed on 
the screen. Harley was following every movement the other boy was making, thinking how he 
could make everything better. 


“So, we were thinking, that Peter could be the bait,” Steve said snapping Harley from his thoughts. 
“Rains is interested in teens, and we have information from the trusted source that he is going to 
search for the next victim in this new karaoke club, which opened recently in Queens, it’s for 
twenty-one and older, but there are a lot of teens who are sneaking past security with fake IDs,” 
Steve continued, and Harley finally started to pay attention. 


“Peter, you’re perfect for this role, your powers could protect you if anything goes not according to 
the plan,” Nat intervened, making Peter look at her. “The moment Finn Rains entered the room, 
you will have to grab his attention from other teens in the club. It would be perfect if you will be 


on the stage, can you sing, Parker?” 


“Yes!” Harley exclaimed before Peter could open his mouth to respond, earning the attention of 
the whole room on himself. Well, at least Peter was looking at him now. “I mean, I heard him sing, 
he has a voice,” Harley shrugged, eyes not leaving Peter, but the boy turned away with the scoff. 


“Well,” Nat started looking from one boy to another. “If you hadn’t caught Rains' attention, you 
would get up on the stage and sing some cheesy song, okay?” she waited until Peter nodded, 
before continuing. “Then you will go to him, not directly, but you will have to be always on his 
radar, try to make a small talk, imagine some heart-breaking story, make him fall for you,” she 
said, and Harley chocked on air. 


They wouldn’t dare! They just wouldn’t dare to use Peter as bait for this ridiculous mission. He is 
too pure and innocent for being used in such a nasty way. That plan was absurd, but he saw as 
Peter nodded at everything Nat was saying, and that was making him sick. Harley couldn’t stand it, 
that was just so wrong. How could they even consider this as an option, using the sweet Peter in 
order to achieve something? Unbelievable! 


Oh. 

Wait a minute. 

Touché. 

“And then I will lead him out of the club, right?” Peter clarified, looking at everyone but Harley. 


“Correct,” Tony confirmed. “Don’t worry, we will be nearby you all the time,” he assured Peter 
placing a hand on the boy’s shoulder. “We can’t take him when he will enter the club, there would 
be his security, but at the club, if he leaves with you, there is a small chance that for some moment 
you two would be alone,” Tony explained and Peter wrote something down. 


“That’s when we will come to you,” Steve added with a firm nod. “And Harley?” he suddenly 
asked making the boy tear his eyes away from Peter and look at the Cap. “I was thinking that you 
could go with Peter,” he proposed making Peter frown. “You know, to look from the side, send us 
a signal if something goes wrong,” he elaborated and Peter nodded in understanding. 


“Yeah, sure, no problem,” Harley agreed immediately, everything to have a chance to be near Peter 
during this ridiculous mission. 


“Great, now,” Steve eyed them suspiciously and continued explaining the details of the mission 
and what was known so far. 


Peter didn’t look at Harley until the end of the meeting. 
It was the longest two hours of Harley’s life. 


When the meeting was finally over everyone slowly started to collect their things and move toward 
the exit. Peter was the first one who escaped the room, clearly willing to be as far from Harley as 
possible, he started to move faster when he heard as the other boy was hot on his heels. 


“Peter,” Harley called his name, but the boy ignored him, increasing his speed. “Peter, come on, I 
need to talk to you!” he shouted desperately, hearing as all of the Avengers have stopped behind 
him, willing to know what happened between them. 


Tf only they knew. 


Peter stopped dead on his track as well and turned to look at Harley, his face void of emotions, and 
that was terrifying. 


“Huh, you need to?” the boy scoffed and crossed his arms. “What else do you need from me, 
Harley?” he asked, the pain clearly could be heard in his voice. 


“Peter, please,” Harley pleaded, biting his lower lip. “I just want to explain everything,” he was 
searching in the brown eyes his chance to apologise. Peter studied him for a minute or two and then 
nodded. 


“Okay, go on.” 


Harley swallowed the lump in his throat, searching for the right words. He wanted to say 
something, so the other boy would understand that it never was in his intention to hurt him. Harley 
wanted to beg on his knees for forgiveness he knew he didn’t deserve. He wanted to explain 
everything, so they still have a chance. He wanted to express everything he was feeling for the last 
three months. 


But he didn’t know how to do it. 

And Peter was waiting for the answer. 

Taking a deep breath, Harley said slowly. 

“Look, everything that Flash had said,” he trailed off thinking of what to say. 

“He lied?” Peter asked, there was hope glistering in his eyes, making Harley’s chest clench in pain. 


“Well,” he started, looking away. “Not exactly,” he admitted closing his eyes and ducking his 
head. 


“Then what, Harley?” Peter asked, he tried to sound calm, but his voice began to heighten as he 
spoke. “Please, just, please, tell me the truth, I swear, I will believe it, even if it sounds crazy,” he 
pleaded, making Harley’s heart break a little more with each passing second. “Did he lie? Maybe 
he was brainwashed? Maybe you were? Heck, I'll take Thanos with his stupid reality and mind 
stones!” Peter started to list all kinds of theories he had, every new one was even more bizarre than 
the previous one. “I'll literally take anything, just say the truth. Just say, just say that Flash didn’t 
bet you fifty bucks for you to fuck me,” his voice cracked at the end as the corners of his eyes 
dampen. 


There was a loud bang behind Harley as someone dropped something. Harley dared to look back, to 
see as Tony was picking up his phone, no doubt which he dropped in shock. All the Avengers were 
frozen in place after what Peter said, and Harley barely could blame them. He turned back and 
Peter was looking at him on the verge of crying, waiting for answers. 


And Harley knew that he couldn’t lie to him. 
Not this time. 
“Peter, I,” he paused, but apparently it was all the response Peter needed. 


“Oh my Gosh,” the boy whispered, bringing his hand to silence the first sob. He turned away on 
his heels and stormed out of the hall. 


“Peter!” Harley called his name and run after him. “Peter,” he tried again only to be ignored one 


more time. “Darling,” Harley’s desperate voice was barely above the whisper. 


In a matter of a second Peter spun around to face Harley, pointing his index finger at him 
accusingly. 


“Don’t,” he hissed hatefully, tears running down his cheeks. The Avengers were now coming 
closer to them willing to know what was happening, they stayed silent not to interrupt the quarrel 
between the two boys. “Don’t you dare call me this!” 


Harley saw how broken the other teen was. Knowing that he was the reason was causing him even 
more pain, but even all this couldn’t compare to what he had done to the other boy. 


“Peter, please, let me explain,” Harley begged again making Peter scoff. 


“Explain?” he asked and crossed his hands over his chest protectively. “Explain what? You wanna 
try and justify all this?” he continued asking not moving from his place, but now looking directly 
at Harley. 


“T want you to understand why I did it,” Harley pleaded, feeling as water began to collect at the 
bottom lids of his eyes. 


“Please, be my guest,” Peter snorted angrily. “Explain, explain to me, Harley,” the other teen 
shivered when Peter called his name, every letter in the name was soaked with loathing. “Why!? 
Why did you do this to me? What have I ever done to you to deserve this?” Harley could see the 
moment Peter started to lose his temper, his breath became ragged as he continued his rant. “I have 
known you for ten months, and six of them you were treating me like shit!” he shouted the last part 
throwing his hands up. 


“What?” Harley barely heard Tony’s voice but he as well as Peter ignored him. 


“Did you even know that this stupid lab explosion cost me to lose my place in the Academic 
Decathlon team till the end of the year!?” Peter continued shouting with tears running down his 
face. “One of the little few things that were letting me feel like a normal teen, and you took that 
away from me!” he sobbed wiping his face furiously. 


Harley didn’t know that, he never bothered to ask, just assumed that everything was solved. Now 
he could see in the brown eyes full of pain that the boy had finally snapped. After everything that 
happened, Harley crossed the line, making the boy blow up with everything he was bottling up all 
those months. And Harley would listen to this all, it’s the smallest thing he could do to Peter. 


“Was it funny?” Peter asked suddenly, looking genuinely curious. “Was it fun for you to play with 
me and my feelings like Iam some kind of a toy? Like I am not even a real person, just a thing to 
use?” Peter asked brokenly not shouting anymore, but tears still run down his face and the boy 
didn’t try to wipe them. “I feel myself so stupid now,” he snorted looking at the ground. “I actually 
believed that the Harley Keener could be interested in a stupid loser like me,” he continued with a 
shake of his head and rose his head to look at Harley. “Was it busting your ego to see how I was 
falling in love with you?” Peter whispered and Harley could see how painful it was for the other 
teen to even look at him, yet, that last part made Harley’s heart miss a few beats. 


Oh, no. 
No. 


Peter was falling in love with him? Him? Harley couldn’t believe what he just heard, but there was 
no mistake in what Peter said. There wasn’t, and Harley was feeling like the air in the room was 


taken away, and he felt dizzy. 
I was falling in love with you. 
“T screwed up,” Harley whispered more to himself, bringing his hands to run down his face. 


“You fucked up the moment you decided to make me part of your stupid bet,” Peter responded, 
voice drained off of the emotions. “But you wanna know what is crazy?” Peter let humourless 
laugh not waiting for Harley to reply. “You broke my heart, you made me miserable, made me feel 
like trash,” Peter spat out. “And I still love you. It is like it is impossible for me to hate you, 
Harley, and I despise myself for this so much, it causing me physical pain,” he admitted voice 
barely above the whisper as he wiped the last tears. 


The room was silent no one dared to say something, everyone was processing what just happened 
and what was said. That was until Peter broke the silence. 


“So, tell me, Harley, what do you want to explain?” Peter asked his voice was calm as he waited 
for the answer, when he received nothing, he scoffed. “That's what I thought.” 


As Peter left the room, Harley felt a hand on his shoulder, and then Tony said distantly: 


“Harley, what have you done?” 
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‘It’s okay. Everything is fine. It’s just a dream, a very bad dream. It’s okay,’ Harley repeated again 
and again in his mind like an ancient mantra. 


It’s okay. 


“Svoloch!” an angry voice of no one other than Natasha Romanoff proved to him that this indeed 
was not a dream. 


Before he even could turn his head in the direction of the team, a sharp knife flew right past his 
face, stabbing the wall behind him. His blue eyes filled with fear flashed open as he looked at the 
spy in horror, only to see as Bucky and Steve were holding the famous Black Widow, preventing 
her from further attacking the boy. 


That, however, didn’t stop her from screaming, speaking back and front in English, Russian and 
English again. 


“How could you!” Nat shouted making Harley flinch. “Postavj menja na zemlju, ja emu vrezhu!” 
she turned her head to Captain America with her leg Nat tried to hit Bucky, who was holding her. 
“Ja doverila ego tebe, you son of-” before she could finish Steve intertwined. 


“Nat, calm down, he is a minor!” he ordered and with the last Russian curse, the woman stilled in 
the arms of two super soldiers and rose her hands surrendering. She still was breathing heavily, and 
Harley half expected for her to attack him the moment Bucky would put her down. Natasha stayed 
in her place, but if looks could kill, he would be dead in a second. “There you go,” Steve sighed in 
relief and turned to Harley. “Now you-” 


Tony, who until this moment was observing all this madness in silence, outstripped Cap before the 
man could start his lecture. If Nat looked angry, Tony was furious. He was so tense, that if a small 
feather fell on him, he would explore. 


“What the fuck, Keener!” he shouted, words come out of his mouth in a harsh tone and Harley 
ducked his head, his face burning hot. “No, seriously, what the fuck!” 


“Tony,” Bruce placed his hand on the man’s shoulder, but Tony pushed it away crossing his arms. 


“No, Bruce, don’t,” the man said in a voice dangerously close to threatening. Bruce obviously 
wanted to argue, however, in the end, decided not to and made a step back. 


Harley couldn’t look away from the floor, he just couldn’t bring himself to maintain eye contact 
with anyone in this room, too afraid of what he would see. 


“Harley, tell me right now,” Tony demanded and the boy shivered at the tone the man used. “What 
Peter said, is it true?” he asked and Harley couldn’t find his voice to talk. The lump in his throat 
was painfully preventing him from speaking. Tony, however, wasn’t up to games. “I asked, is it 
true!?” he shouted again. 


Harley’s shoulders started to shake and his breath was ragged, but only after he brought his hand to 
his face because there was something in his eyes, that was preventing him from seeing the objects 
in front of him clear, Harley notice that he was crying. 


And Harley Keener never cried in front of people. 
“Harley,” Steve called, breaking something inside the boy. 


“T’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” he whispered breaking into a pattern of uncoordinated sobs. “I’m so 
sorry, I didn’t mean to, I’m so sorry, Tony, I’m sorry,” he was repeating again in again. 


The room started to spin, the objects began to swim when he looked at them, was it because of the 
tears that were running down his face, or was it just his imagination? Harley didn’t know, he didn’t 
care. Not when his heart was breaking into million pieces. And even this didn’t feel real, even this 
pain didn’t feel like enough for him to believe in what was happening here. His drunk with terror 
and sorrow brain wasn’t letting him acknowledge all this. 


That didn’t happen. That just wasn’t happening right now. Harley just didn’t lose Peter. He didn’t. 
The truth didn’t come out in the most terrible way. Because that would be impossible. That would 
mean that he had lost Peter. That he was alone now, he couldn’t, he just couldn’t be alone now, not 
after he had had the taste of real a friendship, of real love. 


Gosh, love. 


Peter was in love with him, and Harley broke his heart in the most terrible way even possible. No, 
no, not this, not Peter, how could he be so stupid, how could he forget to send this stupid text 
message to Flash, he remembered it right and clear how he wrote it on his phone, and then... 


Fuck, then. 


Then Tony came to him, and Harley thought that he would send it later. But later his phone was 
updating and he lost this text. Bloody Hell, how stupid he was. How could he even think of 
dragging Peter in this stupid bet in the first place? 


‘Was it busting your ego, to see how I was falling in love with you.’ 


Peter’s trembling voice and eyes, gosh, his usually bright sunny eyes now were dulled with pain. 
With real emotional pain, that would last, that would be serving him as a reminder, the one which 
Harley had caused. This image now was in front of his eyes. That was the only thing that Harley 


saw, no matter whether his eyes were open or not. 


This was too much. Too real, and Harley couldn’t bear it, his legs refused to hold him straight 
anymore, and then he dropped on his knees and screamed. 


He probably looked ridiculous from the side, on the floor on his knees, crying for his dear life, 
hiding his face in his palms, screaming, no, howling from the pain he was feeling inside. 


Distantly hearing as someone lowered next to him, Harley tried to breathe. Gosh, some comfort 
was exactly what he needed right now. 


However, that was not what he got. 
As he looked at Tony, the man took his elbow and pulled him up to stand. 
“Go to your room, we’ll talk later,” he ordered in a stern voice, leaving no room for arguments. 
And Harley? He could only nod in response. 
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Inside his room, Harley felt even worse. 


He looked around, feeling growing nausea as the memories one after another started to fill his 
mind. 


Twelve hours ago, Harley entered this exact door with Peter in his arms, he placed him on his bed, 
he loved him like he never did before in his life, he loved him and felt loved. 


Nine hours ago, Harley Keener was the happiest person in the whole world, because Peter Parker 
wanted to be his boyfriend. Lying here in his bed with Peter in his arms he felt full. 


Now, this room was like a reminder. 


His bed was unmade, he didn’t have time in the morning to make it. One step, two. There was 
something lying on the floor. A t-shirt. Peter’s t-shirt, the one Harley pulled off the boy and trowed 
somewhere away. Here it was, but Harley couldn’t bring himself to pick it up, he felt as if he 
touches it, the item would disappear. Taking a ragged breath Harley made a few steps closer to his 
bed, however, he stopped dead in his tracks as something shiny caught his eyes, and he bent to pick 
it up. 


A small square red metallic wrapper. 


‘I wanted it to be something special,’ Peter’s shy voice echoed in Harley’s mind, causing a pang of 
guilt to stabbed his body. 


A single tear rolled down his face as he crumpled the empty wrapper. 


“What have I done?” he asked himself falling on his bed. Staring at the ceiling he was trying to 
come up with something to take his mind off this. But all the time his thoughts were returning to 
the precious boy he had hurt so much. 


He really lost here. Not only did he lose his chance in Peter’s life. After today it would be a real 
miracle if he would be allowed to stay in the tower. The looks the team was giving him. Bloody 
Hell, how could he not think about it? What did he even expect? That everything would be okay, 
that Peter would stay silent? 


Did he even think about this back then? 
Of course, he didn’t. The only thing that really mattered to him was winning in this stupid bet. 
What an idiot. 


“Ugh,” Harley groaned slapping his forehead with his palm. How he was supposed to stay in the 
tower? Gosh, Natasha would probably murder him in his sleep. At this point, Harley couldn’t really 
blame her if she really would. “FRIDAY, where is Tony?” Harley asked the ceiling, vaguely 
remembering how Tony ordered him to go to his room, but never followed him. 


“Boss is with Peter in Peter’s room,” The AI responded. Could AI sound angry? Because FRIDAY 
definitely sounded unfriendly. 


Not that Harley paid that any attention, all his focus on the response. 


“He is with Peter?” he breathed out taking a sitting position. “Can you, please, show the footage?” 
Harley pleaded, feeling as his heart was missing a beat. The AI didn’t respond right away, but after 
some seconds in front of Harley appeared a live stream video from Peter’s room and Harley’s heart 
dropped. Peter was on his bed, his knees were bent and arms wrapped tightly around them. Every 
now and then his fragile frame would shiver with sobs. Tony was sitting next to him, moving his 
hand on the boy’s back up and down soothingly. “FRIDAY, sound, please,” he asked quietly. 


He needed to know. 
The room filled with muffled sounds, as Peter was trying to silence his sobs with his hand. 


“T, Mr. S-Stark, what did I do wrong?” Peter stammered as he spoke with his mentor. And, what? 
Why would Peter even ask that? Harley was the one who fucked up! “I tried so hard, Mr. Stark, I 
swear, I tried so hard to be a good friend, to be good, to be good enough,” he whispered brokenly, 
and Harley felt as his eyes started to fill with tears again. “Why wasn’t I good enough, Mr. Stark?” 


‘Oh, bloody Hell, no, no, you were good enough,’ Harley wanted to scream. How could Peter even 
think that he wasn’t, when he was the one who showed Harley what real feelings were. How could 
this sweet pure boy ever question himself, when it was Harley who never was good enough for him 
in the first place. 


“Darling, please, don’t cry,” Harley whispered to the hologram. “Please, save your tears for 
another day, I’m not worth it,” tears run down his face and he continued to watch as Tony involved 
Peter in a side hug. 


“Oh, kid,” the man breathed out. “I don’t know why he did what he did, but I promise you, I swear, 
you were, you are enough, don’t ever doubt it,” Tony assured the shaking boy in his arms. 


“Tt’s just, it’s hurts so much,” Peter whispered as he tried to dry his tears, not that he could because 
they never stopped falling from his eyes. “I was stabbed a few times in my life, I was shot with real 
bullets, my bones were broken and a goddamned train had hit me,” the boy started to list, making 
Tony as well as Harley even more miserable at the reminder of those moments. “Heck, I died on 
Titan!” he suddenly exclaimed in desperation throwing his hands up. “But never, never in my life, I 
ever was in so much pain as I am right now,” he shouted covering his face in his hands falling into 
another breakdown. Tony pulled him closer to his chest, but this time didn’t talk, just run his hand 
through Peter’s soft brown locks, trying to provide comfort. After some minutes Peter started to 
talk again. “I love him so much, Mr. Stark,” he whispered in a trembling voice. 


Harley felt as his heart shattered for a thousand times this day. 


“Sometimes people fall in love with the wrong people, kid,” Tony responded not letting go of the 
boy, not even knowing that with those words he was breaking the other one. “You can think that 
you’re in love when you're really just in pain.” 


“FRIDAY cut the footage,” Harley ordered, his voice heightening at the end. 
He couldn’t watch this anymore, hearing all this was too much for him. 


How on earth he could fix something like this. Harley broke the other teen, not just hurt him, no, 
he broke him. Harley made him feel used and not good enough for him, for anyone. He made sweet 
Peter Parker believe that he was not worthy of love, how could someone fix this? 


Harley didn’t know how much time had passed since he saw the footage. He was sitting in the 
same position on his bed, thinking of all possible and impossible ways to apologise to the boy, but 
couldn’t come up with at least one decent option. 


A knock at the door brought him back from his train of thoughts. 
“Come in,” he called, he knew who it was after all. 


The door opened and closed, and Harley rose his head to saw Tony looking at him with an 
unreadable facial expression. Harley wanted to run. He prayed for the floor to open and swallow 
him whole. Anything, just not to be in his room right now. 


Before Harley could move, Tony’s stern tired voice made him freeze in place. 


“T don’t even know what to say to you, Harley,” the man said making Harley swallow hard. 
“Congratulations, because you made the Tony Stark speechless, and not many people could 
achieve that,” he continued moving further in the room. “You have some explanations to do, 
Harley,” Tony announced stopping a few feet away from him. 


Every second felt like an hour, as Harley was wracking his brain for something good to say. Tony 
was looking at him, his arms crossed over his chest as he waited. 


“T, umm,” Harley really had no idea how to start. 


“Any guesses where I was?” the man suddenly asked clearly tired of waiting for Harley to speak. 
When the boy looked at him, with his eyebrows slightly knitted together, Tony continued. “I was 
with Peter, he had cried himself to sleep,” the man announced making Harley’s heart miss a beat, 
but Tony wasn’t done. “Any ideas why?” he asked in amusement with a wave of his hand. 


Harley dropped his eyes on the floor. 
“Stop it,” he muttered, making Tony arch an eyebrow. “I’m sorry, okay?” 


“Oh, you’re sorry?” the man barked a humourless laugh, making Harley duck his head. He heard 

as Tony took a rather deep breath before speaking again, this time all fun wiped from his voice. 
“Harley, I just don’t understand, why would you do something like this to him?” he asked and 
Harley looked at him biting his lower lip. Apparently, the question was rhetorical, because the man 
continued. “Don’t you think, that he had suffered enough in his life, even without your bet?” the 
words felt like a stab wound in his heart, but he stayed silent. “Peter lost his parents, his uncle, and 
honestly, before he met me and the Avengers, he only had his aunt and this Ted kid in his life. 
Don’t you think, that it’s a bit cruel to pretend to be his friend only to, Jesus, how that even came to 
your mind?” Tony made a pause to run his hand over his face, he looked next to Harley and his 
eyebrows rose up. The boy followed his gaze and noticed that he had left the condom wrapper on 


his bed where he was sitting. 
Can this day be any better? 


“Tony, listen,” before Harley could continue, the man stopped him with the sharp motion of his 
hand. 


“You know, taking into account the situation in your school in Tennessee, I really thought that the 
two of you would be good friends, but, Harley after this,” the man made an uncertain gesture 
around. “I regret to even invite you here in the first place,” Tony admitted and the cold run-down 
Harley’s spine. “I feel like this on me.” 


“No, Tony, I’m sorry,” Harley pleaded, not really knowing what for. 


“Sorry doesn’t cut it!” Tony shouted suddenly, and Harley snapped his mouth shut, sinking in his 
place. He wasn’t sure he had ever seen Tony this angry before. “You have no idea what you did to 
Peter, I can’t even,” Tony pinched the bridge of his nose tiredly. “I don’t think you should be on 
this mission, Harley,” Tony declared. 


The blood was draining from his face, as Tony said that. 
No, no! 
He couldn’t let Peter go on this mission alone. Out of discussion. 


“What!? But, Tony, please,” the boy pleaded, for the first time since the hallway he had been 
looking man in the eyes. “TI can be useful!” he argued. 


“Debatable, Harley,” Tony shook his head. “Not after all this shit.” 
No, no. 


“Please, please, I can help,” Harley was this close to begging on his knees. “Peter’s gonna need me. 
Let me help.” 


The man was studying him and Harley held his breath. 
“T will talk with Peter, if he says ‘no’, you are leaving,” the man said in the end. 


Harley let the breath in relief. However, the last part of the man’s statement made him feel 
extremely uncertain. 


“What do you mean, ‘leaving’?” he asked to be sure when the man turned to the exit of the room. 


“That means, that I'll talk to Peter, and if he wants, you are going home,” he said and opened the 
door. Before exiting the room, he added. “I won’t hesitate to send you back to Tennessee.” 


With that the man left, leaving Harley alone in his room. Slowly he lowered himself on the floor. 
And burying his hand in his hair he asked himself. 


“What the hell had I done?” 
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How fast everything could change. Sitting on his unmade bed, and replaying the last twenty-four 
hours in his mind, again and again, Harley couldn’t stop questioning himself, how on earth did he 
let that happen? How did he manage to fuck up this much? 


What was he supposed to do now? 


No one from the team was talking to him. With the shiver, he remembered how during the 
morning, everyone was ignoring him, like he wasn’t even in the room. Harley was trying so hard 
not to let that take him down, to reason to himself that they as well as Peter just needed time, but 
when Happy refused to drive him to school, Harley spent the next half an hour in the subway 
regretting all his life choices which led to this horrible situation. 


And now, he had been sitting in the same position since he had come from school, on the edge of 
the bed, elbows rested on his bent knees, hands crossed at wrists, fingers occasionally tapping with 
music beat, which was playing as the background sound. His eyes were glued to the t-shirt which 
was still lying on the floor. 


It was Peter’s t-shirt. 


The one the boy had left yesterday morning when in a rush he accidentally put on Harley’s instead 
of his own. He didn’t mention it back then, but he loved the way his shirt was looking on Peter, he 
hoped the boy liked it too, even if it was only for a brief moment. He remembered how the night 
before, Peter was in his bed, what a pleasure it was to wake up next to the boy. He remembered the 
way Peter’s face lighted up when Harley said that it wasn’t a one-time thing for him, that it was 
more. Peter looked so happy. 


Maybe they still have a chance? 


If Harley properly apologised, because the look Peter was giving him, his face when Flash told 
him about the bet. It was devastating. But maybe there still was a slim chance for redemption. His 
glance returned to the t-shirt on the floor again, and the thought that Peter still had his was giving 
him hope. 


There was a short knock, but before Harley could react the door to his room swung open, and a 
second later Tony entered the room. Seeing the man, the boy jumped on his feet, looking at him 
slightly confused. Tony was the only one from the team who was talking to him, but this wasn’t 


explaining why the man was here now. 


Tony, on the other hand, was looking at him wearing an unreadable stone face mask, he used for 
the people he didn’t want to deal with. 


Ouch. 
“We are moving in three hours,” the man announced instead of greeting, and Harley nodded. 


“Okay, Dll be ready,” he promised, relieved that Peter didn’t change his mind. Tony told him 
yesterday evening that he had talked to Peter, and that the boy was okay with Harley going on the 
mission. That he was okay with him staying in the tower. Unable to help himself, Harley felt that 
now he had a slim chance to do better. Being deep in thoughts, the boy almost missed the moment 
when Tony nearly left the room, and before he could overthink, he asked the question that was 
torturing him this whole day. “How is Peter?” 


The man stilled with his hand halfway to the doorknob. 


“Preparing for the mission,” the man deadpanned, and that was not what Harley meant. The boy 
also knew that the man had known that as well. Tony had been standing with his back to Harley for 
a few more seconds, before slowly turning to face him. “You know,” he started leaning slightly 
back on the still closed door. “I keep repeating everything that Peter had said to me, to you, our 
yesterday’s conversation again and again in my mind,” he admitted making a circular motion with 
his index finger in the air, and Harley swallowed hard, not knowing what the man was implying. 
“And I just, I can’t stop wondering, now, when I know about the bullying, about Flash, and this 
bet,” the man brought his hand to his chin rubbing it slowly, considering what to say next, with a 
deep sigh he continued. “You mentioned a few weeks ago that he had said ‘no’ to you before, yet, 
you still processed with your bet,” Harley had a bad feeling regarding what the man was leading to. 
“T need to know, Harley,” Tony took a small pause. “I need to know, whether Peter said ‘yes’ to 
what had happened that night,” gesturing with his hand on Harley’s unmade bed the man finally 
asked and looked him straight in the eyes. 


Harley felt like someone overturned the bucket of ice-cold water over him. His mouth hung open in 
shock. 


Tony was, Tony was implying that, gosh, Harley couldn’t even finish that thought in his head, let 
alone voice it out loud. He would never, never do this to anyone, especially not to Peter. The man’s 
question was on repeat in his mind and Harley felt sick, he felt like throwing up, and barely 
containing his emotions, responded. 

“Tony, no!” he shouted choking on air as he got up from his place so fast, he had lost his vision for 
a moment. The man looked at him narrowing his eyes. Bloody Hell, he wasn’t believing him! “It 
was consensual! I would never! Tony, I swear, I would never do something he was not okay with!” 
Harley declared, his face was burning, he didn’t know whether it was anger, embarrassment, or the 
combination of two, he felt a light pressure in his eyes, signalling that he could start crying at any 
moment. 


What hurt the most, was the fact that Tony didn’t look even slightly convinced. 


“Tt’s better to be true, Harley,” Tony said eventually. “But if you lied about this, God helps you, 
Harley, because this boy has the Avengers behind his back,” Tony added, sounding way too close 
to threatening, and with the final look at the boy, left the room. 


Feeling dizzy, Harley slowly lowered himself back on the bed. 


What. The. Fuck. 


If that was what Tony was thinking, Harley didn’t even want to know what the other Avengers 
were up to. 


He needed to make everything right. And the sooner the better. 


Reaching for his school bag, Harley pulled out one of his textbooks and a pen, turning to lie on his 
stomach, he flipped to an empty page, and supporting his weight on elbows started to think what he 
would like to say to Peter. There were a thousand things he was willing to declare, and, yet, he 
couldn’t find a word to write down. Whenever he wrote at least a sentence, Harley immediately 
would furiously cross it out, because it just wasn’t right. 


It wasn’t enough. 


After another dozen of unsuccessful attempts to write a proper apology, he threw his textbook 
across the room, burying his face in his hands with a low groan. How he could win Peter’s trust 
back if he was unable to express his thoughts. 


“A-B-C-D-E-F-me, 
I messed up and I’m sorry from the heart, 
I will be there by your side, 


‘cause I need you in my life,” he sang with the song completely changing the lyrics, but finally 
saying what was on his mind. 


Glancing at the time, Harley cursed, he has been trying to come up with something for a few hours, 
and now it was time to get ready for the mission. Going through all his wardrobe, Harley stopped 
on a simple V-neck white t-shirt, brown pants, and a blue jeans jacket. Putting on his feet snow- 
white converse, Harley run his hand a few times through his blonde hair. 


That would work. He had to look good, for his own’s sake, at least. 


After checking his reflection in the mirror and being satisfied with the result, Harley took his 
phone and a fake ID. On his way out of the room, Harley finally picked up the t-shirt, which was 
lying on the floor, and hung it on his chair. 


They still would be alright, wouldn’t they? 


Another knock at the door put Harley away from his thoughts, and he frowned. Did Tony forget 
something? There was no one behind the door as he opened it, but he could swear that he had heard 
a knock, as he turned to leave his room he paused when his glance fell at the floor. 


His heart missed a beat. 
On the floor was his freshly washed, ironed, and carefully folded t-shirt. 
They wouldn’t be alright, would they? 
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If Harley thought he looked good, Peter Parker looked gorgeous. 


Harley knew that Tony took Peter shopping today right after school, but he would never guess that 


the result would be so breath-taking. The boy was wearing a plain pair of black jeans, which were 
hugging his ass in all right places, he wore a dark grey shirt, which was printed with blood red, 
blue, and white exotic flowers, the sleeves were rolled up to his elbows and the first two buttons 
were undone. Black loafers, a simple thin chain on his neck, curls looking soft but stylish. Peter 
looked rich, fabulous and so out of character, Harley had to check with Sam that it was indeed their 
friendly neighbourhood Spider-Man. 


He also looked hot as Hell and Harley had real trouble looking away as they were riding together 
with the team in the car. Not that it really mattered, because Peter had been ignoring him since 
their conversation yesterday. He didn’t even look at him, deciding instead to talk to Tony about the 
mission, every once in a while, running his hand through his chocolate curls. 


Harley felt extremely uncomfortable in his skinny pants. 
The worst part? He knew that with his spidey senses Peter had noticed that. 


When it was time to go to the club, Steve gave Peter and Harley a pair of earpieces so they could 
be in touch, and also so the whole team could hear whatever Peter and Finn would be discussing. 
They could use all the evidence they would get. 


“He will be there soon, it’s time,” Steve said checking his watch. 


“You got it,” Tony encouraged them, but really looking at Peter only. “We will be nearby all the 
time,” he assured, then clapped Peter on the shoulder, making the boy jump slightly. 


“And, Peter,” Nat called, waiting for the boy to look at her before continuing. “Remember what I 
taught you,” she said with a knowing smirk and winked. 


Harley looked confused to the bone, but Peter responded with a firm nod, and with a deep sigh 
climbed out of the car, Harley was quick to follow. 


They got into the club without problems, the bouncer didn’t even spare them a look as they made 
their way inside. Loud music was bouncing around, and Harley saw as Peter was struggling to put 
it aside with his senses dialled to eleven, so he reached for his hand to help him to calm down. His 
heart made a painful flip when Peter jerked his hand away and stepped from him, his eyes were 
open wide, and Harley froze. 


What. The. Fuck. 


He pressed his hand back and went toward the bar, trying not to let whatever just happened to get 
to him. 


‘It’s just his senses,’ he was reasoning himself. 
Harley wasn’t sure if he believed it. 


He wanted to order a beer or something stronger, but they were on a mission and he was supposed 
to have a clear mind, so he went with soda. Peter sat on the place next to him, taking water for 
himself, facing the bar, and ignoring everything else. Harley took that moment to look closer at the 
boy, this outfit was driving him crazy, as Peter took a sip of his water his Adam apple bobbed and 
Harley wanted nothing more but to press his mouth there, to outline with his tongue all the curves, 
dragging moans from the other boy. 


Harley couldn’t believe that he lost that opportunity. 


He needed to talk to Peter. 


Clearing his throat Harley reached for his drink, and nearly finished it in two gulps, as he put the 
glass down, he noticed that Peter was drawing with his finger on the bar counter. Rapidly tapping 
his foot on the floor Harley was still finding the right words to say, when he decided to take a shot. 


“Peter, I,” he started and Peter paused his movements. “I’m sorry,” that not what he wanted to say, 
but it was a start. He just needed to choose what to say next. 


“Don’t,” Peter cut down, making a choice for him. “It’s not the place,” he explained gesturing 
around. “And honestly? I don’t think I wanna hear it,” he confessed with a tired sigh. 


“But-” 


“Oh, looks who is here!” Harley was interrupted by the annoying voice of no one other than Flash, 
which made Peter groan loudly and Harley spun around on his chair. 


“Flash!? What are you doing here?” Harley asked in clear shock, he didn’t expect to see him there. 


Flash smirked and crossed his arms. 


Fs 


“What do you think? Enjoying my Friday in a company of friends and a few hot chicks, of course,’ 
he responded and tilted his head to check some girl out. Harley felt sorry for her. “Damn, Parker, 
you’re here as well, I see,” he commented only now noticing Peter. 


“Good to know, that your vision is still working fine,” Peter snarked turning to face the bully as 
well. 


“Wow, Parker, looking for a daddy?” Flash laughed, ignoring Peter’s remark, his eyes roaming 
over what Peter was wearing. 


Peter rolled his eyes unimpressed with the comment, the reply was clearly on the tip of his tongue, 
when he suddenly straightened up, looking right past the bully. Harley tried to follow his gaze but 
saw nothing suspicious, so he frowned nudging the boy with his shoulder. Maybe he really should 
have paid more attention during the meeting, he didn’t even know how the guy looks, for fuck’s 
sake! 


“Well, I guess, I better go,” Peter said hopping down from his bar chair. “It’s seven o’clock after 
all,” he shrugged, with a brief glance in the direction of seven o’clock, signalling Harley where to 
look. “Enjoy your evening, Harley. The show is about to begin,” with that he turned on his heels 
and went right past bullies. 


Flash scoffed glancing at his friends for a short moment but they were just as confused as he was. 


“Okay, that was strange,” Flash admitted and sat down in the place where Peter was sitting only a 
moment ago. “It’s way past seven,” he muttered ordering himself a shot of tequila. 


Harley didn’t hear any of this, his eyes were glued to the figure which was moving away from 
them. 


He saw as Peter bumped into some dark-haired guy in his mid-thirties, and he heard his voice 
through the earpiece. 


“Oh, I’m sorry, sir,” Peter apologised in a sweet voice and Harley saw as the man's eyes were 
drinking the sign of his body. 


“All is good, sweetheart,” he assured with a disgusting smirk. Harley really wanted to punch that 
guy in the face, but then he noticed a few security guards and took a deep breath. 


Peter smiled at the men and started to walk farther away, but after two steps turned his head to look 
at the man again. The guy was looking back. 


That is going to be a very long night. 


It’s been an hour since they entered the club and Peter left him with a very tipsy Flash. Apart from 
the interaction between Peter and Finn at the very beginning, the guy made no move. Of course, he 
had been eyeing Peter, but he also was checking out the other teens in the club and that was not 
good. In addition to all of this, Flash hadn’t shut up even for a second. 


“So, since my parents’ leaving the town next weekend,” Flash started and Harley mentally 
groaned. “I’m gonna throw a party, obviously,” he said as a matter of fact. “I was thinking, maybe 
you can invite some of the Avengers?” he asked and Harley chocked on his soda. 


“What?” he asked his voice being high-pitched. 
Flash shrugged and took his own drink. 


“You know, invite Black Widow, she definitely knows some moves,” he elaborated wiggling his 
eyebrows, and Harley wrinkled his nose in disgust, knowing damn well that Nat could hear him. 
“Or Spider-Man,” Flash proposed and some of his friends immediately started supporting that idea. 
“Come on, we need to celebrate the return of Harley Keener!” he announced and rose his glass, 
finishing it in one go. 


Tony’s stern voice made him pause before responding. 


“Can you focus on the mission, Keener!?” the team clearly was listening to his conversation. Awe- 
fucking-some. “Looks like it’s not working, Pete, plan B, get on the stage,” the man said more 
calmly making Harley suck on the air. He needed to throw Flash off his back, so he could 
concentrate on the mission. 


“T can’t,” he declared making Flash frown. 
“Why not?” he asked. 
‘Because of what you did,’ he wanted to scream. 


“I’m not on their best side right now,” he admitted and it wasn’t a complete lie, after yesterday not 
everyone was friendly with him now. “They found out about Peter,” he explained, and before Flash 
could respond someone got up on the stage. 


(7? 


“The next star of our evening is Peter Parker, please, welcome!” the woman in a short blue dress 


announced and moved aside, letting Peter come at her place. 
The wave of applause went through the room and Flash snorted along with his friends. 


“Parker is gonna sing?” he laughed so hard there were tears in his eyes. “Oh, my, I’m gonna record 
this, he must be so drunk that’s embarrassing,” he continued fishing out his phone. 


Peter came up to the stage, and stand in the middle clenching the mic to his body. He looked 
wonderful, and Harley felt as his heart was pounding in his ribcage on seeing him in the light of the 
stage. His mouth went dry and Harley saw as Peter was searching for someone with his eyes, a sick 


part of his brain was hoping that it was him, but the boy looked past the place where he was sitting 
and locked his gaze on someone else with a small smile. Following with his eyes, Harley saw that 
Peter was looking at Finn, and he had a sudden urge to throw up. 


Harley returned his eyes on Peter as the music started to play, and he heard as Clint commented. 
“This is about to be gold.” 


Harley’s breath hitched. He knew that song. What is more, he had a very good idea as to whom it 
was dedicated to. 


With a small intake of breath, Peter opened his mouth. 
“A broken heart is all that's left, 

I'm still fixing all the cracks. 

Lost a couple of pieces when, 

I carried it, carried it, carried it home.” 


Peter started to sing, moving his hips with the beat of the music, his voice was soft, pleasing. And 
Harley found himself unable to look away. The lyrics were sung way too personal for Harley like 
Peter was the one who wrote them, like he was the one who lived them. 


“T'm afraid of all I am, 

My mind feels like a foreign land. 

Silence ringing inside my head, 

Please, carry me, carry me, carry me home.” 

Pressing his hand to his chest, Peter went with the song, making Harley hold his breath. 
“T've spent all of the love I saved, 

We were always a losing game. 

Small town boy in a big arcade, 

I got addicted to a losing game.” 


Harley could see as Peter’s lips curled into a slight smile through the lyrics, but not like a warm 
memory popped up in his mind, no, it was more of the smile of acceptance of his loss. 


“Oh, oh-ooh-oh, 

Oh, oh-ooh-oh, 

All I know, all I know, 

Loving you is a losing game.” 


Peter made a few steps on the stage, bending a bit forward while taking a high note, his hand still 
pressed to his chest. Harley was mesmerised, he was feeling like there were no one in the room, 
only the two of them, and the song Peter was performing. 


“How many pennies in the slot? 
Giving us up didn't take a lot. 

I saw the end ‘fore it began, 

Still, I carried, I carried, I carried on.” 


His smile turned into a sad one and he throw his hand to the side, bending his knees, to take a 
higher note. 


“Oh, oh-ooh-oh, 

Oh, oh-ooh-oh. 

All I know, all I know, 

Loving you is a losing game. 
Oh, oh-ooh-oh, 

Oh, oh-ooh-oh. 

All I know, all I know, 

Loving you is a losing game.” 


As the bridge started Peter locked his eyes with Harley, and Harley felt as his body went hot and 
cold at the same time, his head was spinning but he didn’t break the eye contact, the boy’s eyes 
were hypnotising, not that Harley would look away anyway. 


“T don't need your games, game over, 
Get me off this rollercoaster.” 


He looked like he was pleading Harley, it was like they were having a silent conversation between 
the lines of the song. Peter’s face grimaced in deep pain as he turned his head, Harley noticed in the 
stage light that the boy’s eyes were damp. 


“Oh, oh-ooh-oh, 
Oh, oh-ooh-oh. 
All I know, all I know,” 


Before Peter could sing ‘Loving you is a losing game’ he put the microphone aside and covered his 
mouth suppressing a sob, missing this line. Suddenly, he fell on his knees singing the last part of 
the song with such raw pained emotions, Harley’s heart clenched. 


“Oh, oh-ooh-oh 
Oh, oh-ooh-oh” 
Peter looked Harley straight in the eyes as he sang a slightly changed final part. 


“All I know, all I know, 


Loving you was a big mistake.” 


He finished still on his knees, his brown eyes not leaving Harley’s ice blue, as he was breathing 
heavily after his performance and the room blow up with applause. 


Harley didn’t hear any of it, didn’t see anything, all he could look at was the broken boy at the 
stage, all he could feel was the pain in his chest which was tearing him apart. 


“Wow,” Flash whispered, putting his phone aside, and pulling Harley out of his frozen state. 


For the first time in God knows how many months, Harley was agreeing with Flash, because wow, 
that was something. He knew Peter had a voice, he has been catching him singing a few times, 
Harley even had a video of Peter sitting on one of the windowsills and quietly singing some pop 
song, while scrolling through his phone. It was beautiful, but it was nothing compared to what he 
had just witnessed. Harley would beg, literally beg Flash to send him the recording of Peter’s 
performance. However, before he could ask, Tony’s voice was heard. 


“Good job, Peter, I believe, his eyes are on you, and you only,” Tony said making Harley’s blood 
run cold. He turned around and saw that indeed Finn’s eyes were not leaving Peter, following 
every movement he was making. 


“Got it.” 


Returning his eyes on the boy, he was met with Peter, who was shyly smiling, slowly getting up 
from his knees and going from the stage. The woman returned announcing someone else, and 
Harley let that be the background noise along with Flash chattering. 


Peter made his way to the bar counter where Finn Rains was sitting while drinking his scotch, the 
boy was slightly wiggling his hips, not looking at the man as he walked, but thanks to his senses, 
well aware that the man was looking. Harley knew that because he was staring too. 


He was sitting on the opposite side of the man, having a wonderful spot to spy at Finn, without 
being completely obvious, but ready to act if necessary. Trying to ignore Flash’s whining and 
focus on a mission. 


If only Harley knew what the plan was. 


Harley heard as Peter ordered himself a drink, hopping up on the empty bar chair, right next to 
Finn. 


“Soda, please,” Peter said a bit out of breath, still affected after the performance. 


“He will take Tom Collins, John,” Finn intertwined, sliding to a barman a few bills and tapping on 
his glass. “And, please, repeat,” as the barman started to work, Finn turned to Peter with a smile 
that made Harley shiver. 


“Oh, no, sir, I can’t,” Peter immediately started shaking his head, not looking man in the eyes. 


“What, sweetheart, not old enough to drink?” Finn asked teasingly as the barman placed their 
drinks on the counter, and Harley saw as Peter lowered his eyes with a slight blush appearing on 
his cheeks. The wolfish grin sneaked on the man’s face. “I won’t tell if you won’t,” he whispered 
leaning into Peter’s space and moving a drink closer to the boy. 


Peter rose his head to look Finn in the eyes and hesitantly reached for the cocktail. 


“Thank you, sir,” he took a glass and then wrapped his lips around the metal straw, taking a first 
sip of the alcoholic drink, still not breaking eye contact with the man. 


The man was hooked, Harley could see that by the way, his eyes sparkled. 


“What’s your name?” Finn asked and in a low voice added, taking his own drink. “Or I should call 
you ‘sweetheart’?” 


“Peter, sir,” he responded, playing with the straw of his drink. “But I like ‘sweetheart’ more,” he 
admitted biting his lower lip. 


“T have nothing against it,” Finn responded and held out his hand. “Andrew Smith,” he introduced 
himself, and Harley rose his eyebrow skeptically. 


“Nice to meet you, Mr. Smith,” Peter didn’t look even slightly surprised, he took the offered hand 
to shake but at the last moment Finn, still holding Peter’s hand, rose it up to his lips and pressed a 
kiss on his knuckles. 


“Trust me, sweetheart, the pleasure is all mine,” he replied and Peter chuckled. The man then 
leaned a little back. “So, that was one hell of a performance, my dear, I literally couldn’t take my 
eyes off you,” the man admitted with a dirty smile, Harley was ready to kill him for. Yet, Peter just 
smiled politely, taking a small sip of his cocktail. “Tell me, what an angel like you, are doing here 
all by himself?” Finn asked eyes shamelessly roaming over Peter’s body like he was a shiny thing 
in the store. 


Harley gripped his drink tightly. Peter on the other hand, apparently was taking acting classes as 
well, because at the next moment the sadness appeared on his face, and with a quiet sigh, he 
responded. 


“Would it be too cliché to say, that I’m here to lick my wounds after a terrible break-up?” he asked 
with a sad smile, finishing his drink and Finn made a sympatric face. 


“Oh, sweetheart, I’m so sorry to hear it,” he made a gesture to barmen. “Manhattan,” Finn 
whispered to the man and then turned to Peter. “Yet, it’s so difficult for me to believe that someone 
wouldn’t want to be with such a handsome young man,” he continued drawing a newly appeared 
drink closer to Peter. 


The glass in Harley’s hand was close to shattering, so hard he was squeezing it. He saw as Peter 
blushed again and rewarded that asshole with a beaming smile. 


“Thank you, sir,” he whispered taking a sip of a new cocktail. 
“Peter, this drink is stronger, be careful,” Nat’s voice startled Harley, making him squeak. 
“Everything is okay?” Flash asked confused, Harley totally forgot about him. 


“Peachy,” he brushed off, trying to focus on a conversation between Finn and Peter. Flash eyed 
him suspiciously, but shrugged that off, continuing his rant about something Harley definitely 
wasn’t interested in. 


As he regained his hearing, Peter has already finished his sob story. Whatever he had told to the 
man, it worked, because he looked absolutely convinced and his hand moved to Peter’s shoulder. 
Harley bit inside his cheek to prevent himself from growling. 


“Well, sweetheart,” Finn concluded after the boy finished talking, making Peter look at him. “This 


guy is an absolute idiot, if he let you go,” yeah, like Harley didn’t know that before. 


As the night went by, Finn Rains hasn’t left Peter’s side even for a second, his full attention was 
on him. And that was good. Great actually. That meant that their plan, whatever that was, was 
working, yet, Harley wasn’t satisfied. He spent the last hour watching how the boy he loves was 
flirting with another man. He knew that it was for a mission, it had to be, in reality, Peter didn’t 
think that those flat jokes were funny, he was just pretending and those smiles were fake. He knew 
that, he was repeating that in his head like a mantra, but it still hurt. 


It hurt to see Peter laughing with someone else, hurt to hear him talking about the guy who broke 
his heart. Like Harley wasn’t beating himself for that. Like Harley wasn’t in pain himself. If only 
he could say that, explain everything, but he couldn’t. 


After another three cocktails Finn was sitting way too close to Peter for it to mean nothing, his 
hand somehow ended up on the boy’s thigh. Peter didn’t move it. Harley was ready to rip this 
man’s arm off. 


He didn’t. He also wasn’t sure that Peter was pretending anymore. There was no way that the boy, 
could fake all those glances, the blush, the laugh. Peter wasn’t faking it, he was making Harley 
jealous. It was the only logical explanation his mind could come up with. 


“T just feel so tired, you know,” Peter admitted clearly tipsy. Finn was eyeing him with a predatory 
smirk. “I just want to forget,” Peter continued closing his eyes, and Harley could see as the man’s 
hand moved higher. 


“Oh, sweetheart,” Finn leaned closer whispering in his ear. “I could help you,” he left a kiss on 
Peter’s jaw and Harley’s breath hitched. 


“Please,” Peter pleaded, throwing his head back slightly, giving the man better access to his pale 
skin. “Make me forget, sir. Make me forget him,” without the microphone Harley would never 
hear the moan that left Peter’s alluring bite swollen lips when Finn started to suck on his neck 
moving lower and lower with each mark. 


“Oh, sweetheart, I will,” he promised. “I'll make you forget, will make you mine, would you like 
that?” 


“Yes, yes,” Peter was nodding. “Please, sir, I just want to belong to you,” he continued and Finn 
groaned. 


“God, sweetheart, you are amazing, I won’t let you go, won’t send you like others, you will be 
mine. Only mine,” he chuckled darkly, making Harley’s eyes widen. 


Finally! 


“Yes, sir, only yours,” Peter said his hands moved to the man’s chest then up, and Harley was 
afraid that he would kiss him. “But, please, sir, not here.” 


The man’s smirk was telling all the filthy things he wanted to do to Peter. 


“Come on, sweetheart,” Finn suddenly said, taking Peter’s hand. “My car is nearby,” with that he 
led the boy toward the exit of the club. Harley briefly glanced in their direction and saw as Finn 
made a slight shake of his head when the guards made a move to follow. 


“They are leaving, no guards, exit B,” Harley whispered with a tired sigh. 


Everything was over. Finally. That was a real torture to sit there and look at how the love of his life 
was being all flirty with some asshole. Now he could relax, and maybe reward himself with some 
strong drink. The panicked voice of Tony, made him change his mind pretty fast. 


“T can’t see him, Harley, where did they go!?” the man was shouting making the boy wince. 


Harley looked around, he told them that Peter went toward exit B, but when he rose his eyes, 
Harley understood that he was wrong. A cold run down his spine and he immediately responded 
with a shaking voice. 


“Exit C.” 
“Shit, you said B, we were waiting at another one.” 
Harley’s blood run cold. 


“Come on, sweetheart, I will make you feel good, will keep you all to myself, I know you want it, 
don’t fight me,” Finn’s voice echoed in his ears followed by some muffled sounds, and suddenly 
Harley was running. He run so fast, he felt dizzy, manoeuvring between people, trying not to let the 
panic take over his mind. 


Peter needed him. 


However, as he made it out of the club, ready to fight, Harley was met with an extremely satisfied 
Peter Parker, who had one leg over Finn’s unconscious body. His face was flushed, a dozen of dark 
marks were seen on his neck and his shirt was halfway undone, but he was smiling. 


He is okay. 


Harley couldn’t look away from his face, he wanted so much to reach out to him, hug him with all 
his strength and drag the boy into a deep passionate kiss, but he couldn’t. He stayed in his place 
looking as Tony and others appeared a second later, and Harley heard as the man let a sigh of 
relief. 


“Nice work, Baby Spider,” Natasha praised. “You played him just right.” 


“Yeah, Nat, you taught him all you seduction tricks,” Sam laughed ruffling Peter’s messy hair. 
“Your “please, sir,’ played him just right.” 


Ready for the ground to swallow him, Harley asked in a small voice. 
“That was an act?” the question was soaked in disbelieve. 


“Of course, it was,” Clint responded confused by the question. “Nat spent hours training Peter 
yesterday, didn’t you listen to our plan?” he then asked eyeing him suspiciously and Harley lower 
his eyes in embarrassment. 


All this wasn’t real. Peter was performing his role. Nothing more. He wasn’t trying to make Harley 
jealous, he was just completing the mission. 


A mission, which Harley nearly fucked up. 


“Gosh, I need a long hot shower,” Peter complained rubbing at his abused neck, where the marks 
were visible. “TI literally can feel him on my body.” 


“You can take all the showers in the world, Pete,” Tony snorted, sneaking his hand around the 


boy’s shoulder and Peter smiled at his mentor, while Bucky and Steve were dragging Finn’s body 
away. Peter was beaming and chatting with everyone, he looked good, not angry or anything and 
Harley thought that maybe everything would be okay, and Peter could forgive him after today. 


However, as Peter looked at Harley his smile immediately dropped. 
‘Loving you was a big mistake,’ echoed in Harley’s head. 


Yep, apparently not. 


Chapter End Notes 


Okay, so confession time... This chapter, and especially the song Peter was 

performing, are actually the reasons why this fanfiction exists at the first place. I had 
heard this song, I think, eight months ago, and I just knew I have to write something 
with it. This chapter means a lot, as because of it I decided to write this whole work. 


The song Peter performs - Duncan Laurence — Arcade 
The song Harley sings in his room I found on Instagram - by Henry Moodie 


Tell Me This Is Real, Tell Me I'm Not Dreaming 


Chapter Notes 


We are in the endgame now! 
This is the final chapter, guys! Are you ready? 


I really hope this chapter will not disappoint you! I'll be waiting for your comments to 
let me know what you thing of it! Was it worth it? 


Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“T literally have no idea what to do,” Harley complained hiding his face in his hands tiredly. 


He was sitting cross-legged on the floor of his room surrendered by a dozen of different books on 
engineering. Lying on his bed was Flash, who was playing some game on his phone. The both of 
them decided to work together on a project for AP Engineering and now were supposed to come up 
with the idea of what they would do. But so far only Harley was doing something, as Flash was 
agreeing with whatever Harley was saying as long as he wouldn’t be the one who work. There 
were two reasons why they were here now, the first one was because Flash had insisted that they 
would work at the tower, and use some of the tools he knew Harley had in Tony Stark’s lab. 


Harley suspected that Flash just wanted a chance to meet the Avengers. Yet, he agreed. Everything 
only not to listen to Flash’s whining. He couldn’t believe he managed to tolerate him and be his 
friend for so long. 


“Hey, just come up with something already,” Flash scoffed not tearing away from his phone. 
“Maybe ask Stark?” he offered. 


“T don’t know, Tony is kind of busy,” Harley explained hesitantly, deciding not to mention that the 
man still was barely talking to him after what had happened. “You know with all his work and-” 


“Well, ask someone else,” Flash interrupted him while sitting up and throwing his phone aside. 
“Do whatever, just make sure our project is better than the shit Parker is making, I don’t want this 
loser to outdo me,” he commanded and Harley rolled his eyes, but his heart clenched in his chest at 
the mention of the boy’s name. 


Of course, Flash would put Peter into this too. Harley never really noticed that before, but Flash 
has some unhealthy obsession with the boy. He wondered why it come to his attention only now. 
Maybe because the boy’s name was making him feel physical pain every time, he heard it. 


It has been two weeks since the mission, and the two of them still haven’t spoken. Or it was more 
like Peter was avoiding him like plague. Whenever Harley would enter the room, Peter would 
immediately leave. If the boy was in the lab and Harley came too, Peter would ignore his presence. 
They would not talk, Peter would not look at him, and the last movie night the boy missed too. 


In school, it was worse, because it was Harley who kept the distance. Being once again in a 
company of popular kids he was quite shocked that barely anyone was waiting and expecting for 


him to return. He had spent the entire week, regaining his popularity and power, yet, Flash and 
some of his goons, still were making some comments making Harley flinch. But if he wanted to 
stay cool, he needed those people. That was the second reason why he let Flash in the Avengers 
Tower. 


He couldn’t stop wondering if any of this was worth it anymore. 


“Hey, do you hear me?” Flash’s annoyed voice pulled him out of his thoughts and in addition, the 
bully threw a ball of paper at him. 


It took a lot of his willpower not to snap at the boy. 

“Yes, sorry, what did you say?” he asked forcing a fake smile. 

“T said I’m hungry, let’s order some pizza,” Flash repeated getting up from the bed. 
“Yeah, sure,” Harley nodded and followed him, he was pretty hungry too after all. 


They went to the common kitchen and luckily no one was there. As Flash sat down looking 
around, no doubt checking out Tony’s expensive furniture, Harley went to take some drinks from 
the fridge. 


“What would you like to drink?” he asked taking an orange juice for himself. 
“Beer,” Flash responded and Harley rolled his eyes. 


“Flash, we still need to work on our project, and you are too lightweight,” Harley argued and the 
tips of Flash’s ears turned red. “So, juice or soda?” 


“Soda, please,” he muttered still embarrassed. 


Harley passed him a drink and ordered some pizza through FRIDAY, he sat down across the other 
boy, thinking about the project they must do. He had a few ideas, but there was no chance he 
would manage them on his own, and Flash was clearly no help. He was doomed. 


Being again deep in his thoughts, Harley didn’t hear as someone was approaching the kitchen until 
Flash’s voice didn’t sound out. 


“Sup, Slutty Parker,” Flash greeted freshly entered Peter and Harley jerked his head up to see Peter 
rolling his eyes. 


Since Flash had seen Peter in the club two weeks ago and then saw him leaving with some guy, he 
come up with a new nickname for the boy, which, with an external speed, spread all over the 
school in record time. Of course, it wasn’t enough for Flash, and the bully also started to tell 
people some nonsense about how he saw Peter with a lot of older people before, or how he saw 
what Peter was doing with that dude in the backseat of some really expensive car. After three days 
everyone was well aware of the gossip, and the nickname was following Peter wherever he went. 


Harley wanted to murder Flash in a cold blood. Yet, he stayed silent. 


“Flash,” Peter greeted the boy in response and went to the fridge to grab a bottle of water. Harley 
was following his every movement, it was so rare now, for Peter to be at the same place with him, 
so he was willing to savour every second of it. Harley wanted to say ‘hi’, but his throat suddenly 
went dry. 


“Tt’s Friday, you know?” Flash teased and before he could continue Peter scoffed. 


“T genuinely was not aware of this, thank you for sharing this knowledge,” he deadpanned before 
taking a sip of his water and Harley had a hard time not chuckling. 


Flash chose to ignore it, but Harley saw that he barely was keeping his cool. 


“Whatever, Slutty Parker. I just wanted to ask, whether you found the rich clients for your evening 
or not?” he mocked smirking victoriously and Harley saw red, ready to snap, but Peter beat him 
with the response. 


“Why? You want an appointment?” Peter asked making Harley snort, he tried to cover it with 
coughing but wasn’t sure if it was convincing. 


“T, wha-, no, eww, I,” Flash was stammering as his face was becoming red. With embarrassment or 
rage was hard to say. 


“Sorry to disappoint, but I’m not sure you can afford me,” with that Peter left the kitchen and 
Harley burst into tears from laughing. 


“Oh my God, FRIDAY, dear, please, tell me you have recorded it,” Harley panted between his 
laugh as the AI hummed in confirmation and Flash hit his arm. 


“Shut up, Keener,” Flash hissed, his face full of determination. “Ill make him pay for it,” he 
muttered hitting his open palm with his fist. 


That made Harley sober up quickly, and his face become serious. 
“Come on, Flash-” 


“Whatever, did you come up with the idea, loser?” he asked instead taking Harley aback. “No? 
Then work your brain,” he ordered and with his index finger tapped on Harley’s head. 


“Okay, but why are you not participating?” Harley responded, pulling the bully’s hand away. 


“You want me to work on it?” Flash snorted crossing his hands over his chest. “Gosh, I knew, 
Caleb would be better at this,” he muttered making Harley open his mouth in shock. “Come on, we 
need to beat Slutty Parker,” and that made Harley’s blood boil. 


“Stop calling him like this,” he tried to stay calm but was doing a poor job at this. Getting up to 
take some water Harley heard as Flash responded. 


“Why would I? After everything that happened, I think it suits him,” Flash shrugged taking his 
soda. 


“Flash, you saw nothing, you come up with all those lies,” Harley argued, spinning around to face 
the bully, crossing his arms and narrowing his eyes. 


“Whatever, I saw enough,” he responded nonchalantly rolling his eyes. “Why are you even caring 
about this loser? He is a nobody, just a fucking attention seeker,” he then asked curiously looking 
at Harley. 


“You have no idea what you are talking about,” Harley said in a warrant voice taking a deep breath 
through his nose. He really started to lose his cool here, and if Flash continued this, Harley wasn’t 
sure he would be able to stop himself from hitting the guy. 


“T know, that you have to be grateful I took you back after you have spent so much time with 
Parker,” Flash got up from his place and came to Harley pointing his index finger at him in 
accusation. “What I don’t get is, why it took you so long to get into his pants,” he asked and 
grinned. “I saw him in the club with this dude, he would let that man fuck him right there, Slutty 
Parker works for him just fine,” he snorted shaking his head. 


“Just shut up!” Harley snapped pushing Flash in the chest, making the bully take a few steps back. 


“Why?” he laughed, enjoying the state Harley was in. “Oh, don’t tell me you caught feelings for 
this loser, it’s pathetic.” 


Harley closed his eyes and took some deep breaths, trying to calm down. His world was spinning, 
and he felt hot with anger filling his veins. Harley couldn’t do it anymore, he was too tired. Bailing 
his fists, he was feeling the sharp pain as his nails were breaking the skin of his palms, but it was 
helping him not to punch the boy in front of him. With another intake of air, Harley opened his 
eyes, making the decision, he should have taken months ago. 


Harley Keener was done. 


“You know what, Flash,” he started way calmer than before, making the bully look at him with a 
smirk. “There is something I really wanted to tell you, for a very long time,” he continued making a 
step closer to him. 


“What it is?” Flash asked satisfied with the fact that he had won the argument. 
Harley made another step to his ‘friend’, and with a satisfied smile said right to his face. 


“Fuck you!” he was glowing when he saw the expression of confusion slowly turning into shock on 
the other boy’s face as Flash was processing what happened. He really hopped FRIDAY has 
recorded that. 


“What?” Flash chocked out. ““B-but-” 


“The door is right behind you,” Harley pointed in the direction of the elevator. “Find someone else 
to do the project with,” he crossed his arms. 


“Wait, but, Harley don-” Flash tried to say but Harley silent him with a movement of his hand. 
“Nah, zip it, I don’t wanna hear it, we are done,” Harley beamed making Flash pale. “Bye!” 
The bully breathed harshly. 

“Whatever, you’re nothing without me, Keener,” Flash scoffed storming to the elevator. 
“Uh-huh, sure,” Harley rolled his eyes and the doors closed after the bully. 


Throwing his head slightly back, Harley closed his eyes in delight, for the first time in two weeks 
he smiled for real. 


Now he just needed to make it up to Peter. 
TKK 
It appeared to be easier said than done because Peter still was avoiding him at all costs. 


During the dinner with the Avengers on Tuesday evening, Harley didn’t take his eyes off Peter. 


They were sitting across each other at the round table, and Peter caught him staring a few times. 
Be damned his spidey senses. On the other side, it’s not like Harley was being subtle, barely eating 
and missing the entire conversation that was happening. 


His thoughts were busy with something else. Or better say with someone else. 


Peter looked different, and this time, unfortunately, not in a good way. His usually living face was 
pale, the eyes which were radiating warmth and joy were dull, and there were dark bags under 
them. His lips, his soft plump lips, which Harley was desiring to kiss again, were bruised from a 
constant biting. Not only this, but if Harley was able to snatch a small part of the conversation, it 
looked like Peter also had a problem with a concentration on his project for engineering. 


“You are staring,” Nat whispered to him leaning closer, and Harley jumped slightly on his place 
not expecting someone to acknowledge it. He sighed and tore his eyes away from Peter to look at 
Natasha sadly. 


“T know,” he admitted and lower his eyes on his still full plate suddenly not hungry anymore. 


He missed the concerned look the spy gave him. 


oR KK 


Harley was sitting on the school bench near the building entrance. His eyes were fixed on the 
ground as he was waiting for Tony to return. Even though his staying in school was under a big 
question now, Harley breathed in relief. Not even for a second, was he regretting doing what he 
did. 


After three sleepless nights in a row, he finally was able to finish his engineering project. Harley 
barely passed as his work had a lot of flaws, but he was more than okay with it. After all, it’s not 
like he was entirely satisfied with the result himself. It’s not like it was important now, he was on a 
verge of being expelled for crying out loud, yet, he wouldn’t change a thing. 


Maybe Harley got a barely passing grade, but Peter Parker got the highest. And Harley was happy 
for him, he truly was. Peter deserved this, with all the hard work he put into his project. 
Unfortunately, not everyone had the same opinion, as after the class Harley found out that Flash 
had started the rumour that the only reason why Peter’s project got one hundred percent was that 
Peter got on his knees for the teacher. 


Needless to say, Harley was livid with wrath. 


Everything that had happened in the next five minutes would forever be lost for Harley. He knew 
that he had called for the bully, he ran toward him, there were some swear words leaving Harley’s 
mouth which would make the famous Captain America blush. There was a sharp pain in his hand 
and the next thing he knew was that someone ridiculously strong was dragging him away from 
Flash who was lying on the floor and whose face was covered in blood. 


Now, when his mind was clear he could say that it was Peter, but back then he couldn’t even say 
his own name. 


When someone’s hand clapped him on the shoulder, Harley jumped, coming back from his mind, 
and raising his eyes to look at the man. 


“Hey, Jackie Chan,” Tony smiled slightly taking a seat next to the boy. “How is your hand?” the 
man asked in concern gesturing on the boy’s hand in bandages. 


“Tt’s fine,” Harley muttered lowering his eyes on the hand. He closed his eyes and swallowed hard 
before asking. “Am I expelled?” 


Tony shook his head involving Harley into a side hug. 


“No, Harley, you are not expelled,” he whispered and the boy let himself relax at the feeling of 
comfort. After three weeks it felt especially good. They sat there for a few moments before Tony 
started talking again. “You know, a funny thing had happened at the principal’s office,” Harley 
hummed in acknowledgement that he was listening. “Morita was ready to send you away from this 
school, Flash’s parents were demanding to expel you, they actually were threatening with their 
lawyers,” Tony continued making Harley tense. “But lucky for you, you had a witness, because 
then, suddenly, Peter had entered the room, just rushed into it, and declared everything. How Flash 
had provoked you to hit him, how he has been teasing and making fun of you for a few mounts 
now.” Tony shook his head again and Harley tilted his head up to look at him not believing in what 
he had just heard. 


Peter? 

Peter was helping him? 
What? 

Why? 


“Peter, no, what?” Harley stammered, he now was having a hard time understanding what was 
happening. 


Tony snorted and hugged him tighter. 


“Oh, yeah,” the man admitted with a fond smile. “You should have seen him. Nat taught him 
right,” Tony made a pause. “Or was it Pepper?” he asked rhetorically, pressing a finger to his lips 
and humming. “Doesn’t really matter now, because, after this, he actually called Matt, you know, 
Matt Murdock, the Stark Industries best lawyer, apparently the both of them are on the first name 
basis,” Tony said incredulously, briefly looking at Harley, and ignoring his wide-open shocked 
eyes continued. “And I kid you not, had a real-time consultation with him, regarding the bullying in 
school, how teachers are ignoring it in a favor of rich parents and some other things I’m pretty sure 
you are aware of,” Tony made a gesture with his hand. “After he ended the call, the question about 
your expelling disappeared.” 


Harley stayed silent after the man finished the story. Once again Peter Parker had left him 
speechless. There were billions of questions that were fogging the boy’s mind, he didn’t know 
which to ask first. Why was Peter doing all this? Why just not let Harley be expelled and have him 
out of his hair? 


“Peter really did all this?” he asked after some minutes of silence. “For me?” 
Tony nodded in confirmation. 


“For you, or not for you, I don’t know, but after today he nearly got Flash expelled,” the man 
responded and after studying Harley’s face started to talk. “Look, Harley, I don’t want to jump to 
any conclusions, but we all know how big a hero complex Peter has. And I mean, he didn’t even 
tell me about the bullying or that something was wrong in school, clearly, he had his reasons, 
whatever they were,” the man shook his head in annoyance, but at a moment like this Harley could 
see how much Tony was actually caring for Peter. “My point is, Peter had stayed silent about 


Flash for years, but he didn’t hesitate to declare everything when it could have helped you,” the 
man explained slowly and Harley felt as something clenched inside his chest. “I know that he is not 
talking to you, but he still cares. I have never seen him like this before, he was ready to fight 
everyone in the room, just for you,” Tony looked down at the boy by his side and saw as the tears 
were running down Harley’s face. The man smiled softly and commented. “You really love him.” 


It wasn’t a question, but Harley found himself nodding anyway. 


“T do,” he admitted in a whisper. “But I had fucked up so much, I don’t know what to do, and how 
to fix everything,” he buried his face in his hands. 


Tony didn’t say anything at first and then muttered so quietly, Harley wasn’t sure it was addressed 
to him. 


“The both of you should talk.” 
Yeah, if only it was that easy. 
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Another two months had passed. 
The school was over and it was time for the summer break. 


The entire two months had passed. Three since the bet was reviled. And the two of them still 
weren’t speaking. Harley’s life at the tower more or less returned to normal, at least the team was 
talking to him and he was included in team bonding evenings again. Only Peter wasn’t there. Or 
better say that he was, just always so far away from Harley, that he wasn’t even visible for the 
other boy most of the time. If he was, the tension between the two of them could be sliced with a 
knife. 


After another movie night was over and everyone separated to their rooms to go to sleep, Nat 
approached Harley before he could disappear into his room. Grabbing his elbow, she all but 
dragged him in the kitchen, so they would be alone and no one would interrupt them. 


“Nat, what the hell!?” Harley hissed when she let go of his arm. 

“You need to talk to him,” she responded instead of explanation and Harley rolled his eyes. 
“Yeah, no shit,” he deadpanned crossing his arms over his chest. “Like I didn’t try before.” 
Nat looked not convinced, she mirrored his pose and arched an eyebrow. 

“Really?” when Harley hummed in confirmation she asked. “And what did he say?” 


“Nothing, he is leaving the room whenever I enter it, I can’t really talk to him if he is not there, 
right?” he snarked feeling uncomfortably intimidating and exposed under Nat’s studying look. 


“And if he stayed? Would you talk to him?” she asked and Harley couldn’t understand what she 
was up to, yet, he decided to be honest anyway. 


“T need only five minutes with him, Nat,” he admitted sticking his hands in the pockets of his jeans. 
“Five minutes, so I could explain, to apologize, that is all I could ask for,” Harley said lowering his 
eyes, he just need a chance to make everything better. Maybe then he would be able to get some 
sleep at night. 


Maybe then he would stop hating himself so much. 


“T will arrange that,” Nat’s voice pulled him out of his depressing train of thoughts, but before he 
could ask what did that mean, she already left the kitchen, leaving an extremely confused Harley 
behind. 
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A week later, Harley was reading a book in his room, when someone suddenly knocked. 
“Come in,” he called without turning his head. 


“Hey, Harls,” Sam came into his room. “Tony asked you to come to the lab, apparently FRIDAY 
is down today, and he couldn’t reach to you,” he explained, making Harley frown. 


“Did something serious happen?” he asked in concern already getting up. 


“He didn’t tell me, just asked to call for you,” Sam shrugged and left the room, Harley was quick to 
follow. 


Maybe if he took a second to think about it, he would question why Tony didn’t call using the 
phone, or why Harley was able to use FRIDAY just a moment before Same came to his room. He 
didn’t stop, didn’t question, though, and went to the lab as “Tony’ had requested. 


However, when he made it to the lab, it was empty. Confused to the bone Harley took a look 
around, thinking that maybe Tony was nearby, but not finding the man anywhere he took a sit to 
wait a bit. Tony probably just left for something, but to be on the safe side he decided to call the 
man. 


As he fished out his phone from the pocket, he heard Peter’s voice and a second later the boy 
entered the room, making Harley freeze. 


“Hey, Mr. Stark, Nat said you needed me?” Peter asked unsure looking around. Harley could 
pinpoint the exact moment Peter noticed him as the boy immediately turned on his heels to leave. 
Unfortunately for Peter, the door had already been closed after him and as he turned to leave the 
lock at the door had clicked. “What the Hell! Nat, open the door!” he shouted hitting the door with 
his fist. 


“Not before you two speak!” Nat’s voice was heard from the other side of the door. 


“FRIDAY, open the damn door!” Peter requested taking a step back and tilting his head up to look 
at the celling. 


“I’m sorry, Peter, but I had a strict order from the Boss not to let you out,” the Irish voice of AI 
sounded almost apological. 


Peter groaned, throwing his head back and covering his face in his palms. And, yeah, it hurt to see 
him so miserable, but knowing that he was the reason, that if he wasn’t here, Peter wouldn’t be so 
upset, that hurt way more. 


Accepting his fate, because there was no way to pressure FRIDAY to let them go, let alone 
pressure the Black Widow, Peter looked at him, his face was a mix of anger and sadness. Harley 
didn’t know what was worse. With a loud exhale Peter sat down on the chair across Harley and 
placed his hands on the metal table between them. 


“You set this up?” Peter asked after a minute of silence, eyes fixed on the grey surface, but before 
Harley could respond, continued. “Actually, don’t answer. I’m not sure I’m gonna believe you 
anyway.” 


There was a silence again and Peter rolled his eyes, starting to draw with his index finger a pattern. 


“She won’t let us go until we speak, so you better begin,” he pointed out, and Harley really needed 
to stop staring at the boy and find the strength to open his mouth and say at least something, but he 
couldn’t. That was all he has been wanting for the last three months and now he finally has the 
chance to talk, but the lump in his throat was preventing him from making a sound. “You want me 
to start?” Peter asked arching an eyebrow, his hand movements never stopped. 


Harley closed his eyes for a moment summoning all his willpower. 
‘It’s now, or never,’ he thought to himself. 


“Peter, I am sorry,” he said sincerely and bit at his lip. He opened his eyes and look at the boy 
across from him. 


“Apologies accepted,” Peter deadpanned clearly not impressed. “Can we leave now?” he asked 
louder with an annoyed facial expression and crossed his arms over his chest. 


Harley couldn’t let him go, not now. 


“For a fuck’s sake, just wait!” he shouted making Peter freeze for a few seconds and look at him 
with wide eyes, Harley was breathing heavily, he run his hand over his face gathering his thoughts 
together. “I am a complete asshole,” Harley started looking Peter in the eyes, and the boy stayed 
silent, giving Harley the opportunity to continue. “And I’m sorry, okay? I literally cannot express 
with words how sorry I am right now, but I am. I’m so fucking sorry, darling,” the nickname 
slipped from his tongue before Harley could think of it, but Peter didn’t seem to notice, or if he did, 
he didn’t mention it. “What I was doing all those months to you, how I was treating you, that’s just 
inexcusable, and I don’t think I could ever ask you to forgive this,” Harley pointed out shaking his 
head. “But then I did the biggest mistake in my life. What I did, I swear it never meant to go this 
far. Yes, this was the bet, yes, that was what I put in it, and yes, that’s why I started to talk to you,” 
he admitted not willing to lie to Peter anymore. After those words Peter broke the eye contact, 
slightly turning his head. “But I swear, I swear I stopped pretending the moment I understood what 
a great friend you are. I thought, gosh, I was so sure that I had send this message to Flash, so sure 
that I had ended this stupid bet, and that everything could be real now, because I couldn’t bear a 
thought of not having you in my goddamned life! You are so kind, so sweet, so good for this world, 
it was impossible not to fall for you,” the last part he admitted in a whisper, but he knew that Peter 
has heard him, based on how fast his head turned to look at Harley in pure shock. And Harley 
couldn’t hold that anymore. “Yeah, I fell for you, fell for you so hard, I have never felt this way 
before. You, darling, you’re amazing,” he chuckled wetly shaking his head. “You are making my 
day better by just being here, you always make me laugh with your science puns, fuck, only you 
cared enough to remember how I like my coffee,” Harley smiled at the memory and he saw a blush 
showed on Peter’s cheeks. “‘For a brief moment I had everything I have ever wanted but then,” 
Harley looked up for a second trying to stop tears from falling before returning his gaze on Peter. 
“T caused you pain, I hurt you in the worst way possible, darling, and the knowledge of this 
literally killing me so much, I can’t... I can’t sleep, I barely can eat, and I can’t concentrate on 
anything else,” his voice cracked at the end and he felt the pressure behind his eyes. “And I don’t, I 
don’t know how to fix it, okay? I screwed up the best thing that ever happened to me, and I have 
no idea what to do!” he shouted, his vision became blurry. Harley took a ragged breath before 
whispering. “I’m just so sorry, Peter.” 


Harley burst into tears hiding his face in his hands, his whole body shaking with sobs. This was it. 
He finally was able to express everything that was eating him from inside all this time. Feeling 
completely exposed, he felt vulnerable. Now all cards were on the table and Harley was afraid that 
it wasn’t enough. That he still would lose Peter, and he didn’t want that. He needed Peter Parker 
back in his life. 


Being barely aware of his surrendering, Harley had a hard time hearing anything apart of his heart 
in his chest, beating way too fast and loud to be considered normal. Yet, he knew that Peter got up 
from his place, FRIDAY probably had opened the door, and the boy left, not willing to deal with 
that weak version of him. That thought made him wail in desperation, feeling as his heart was 
breaking apart. 


That’s why the sensation of two soft hands on his wrists, startled him, making him freeze, the 
hands then pulled his palms away from his face, making him chock on air. 


Sitting on his knees in front of him was Peter Parker, holding his hands in his, the boy was biting at 
his bottom lip, clearly considering what to say. Tears were running down Harley’s face as he 
waited for the boy to speak. 


“What you did, was wrong,” Peter finally said looking Harley in the eyes, his voice was unsure 
like he still was waiting for Harley to hurt him. 


“T know, so wrong,” Harley whispered in response, nodding his head, yet, he was confused 
regarding what was happening now. 


“You really hurt me,” Peter continued and Harley couldn’t agree more. 


“T know,” he nodded again. “And I’m so sorry, darling. If I could, if only I could turn back time 
and change it, I would do it in a heartbeat,” Harley declared with all honesty he was capable of. 


“And I’m so gonna regret it,” Peter said with a shake of his head, not acknowledging what the 
other boy was saying. 


Harley knitted his eyebrows, confused even more. 
“Wha-” he started to ask but Peter beat him. 
“Tdiot,” with that Peter pulled Harley down by his neck, involving him in a desperate kiss. 


Harley was surprised, but he let the shock of the sudden turn of events distract him only for a 
second before he fell into the kiss. He wanted to say that he was familiar with such passion, but he 
couldn’t, it was something completely new for him. The area he was determined to widen his 
knowledge in. Because kissing Peter Parker was nothing compared to what he had experienced 
before. This was more passionate, more meaningful, more real. 


The kiss was raw with emotions, it wasn’t gentle, far from it actually, and as Peter’s tongue entered 
his mouth Harley lost all his abilities to think, he moaned out loud not even ashamed of the sounds 
he was making. He was dreaming of the feeling of those sinful lips for way too long to care about 
it. 


As his head started to feel dizzy from the lack of oxygen, they pulled apart. 


“Promise me,” Peter whispered painfully quiet, his eyes were still closed and their lips touched as 
he spoke. “Promise me, I won’t regret it.” 


Harley didn’t even need the time to think, the response was on the tip of his tongue. 


“T promise, I swear, darling,” he whispered back afraid to speak louder to not to break the moment 
they were in. “I swear, cross to my heart and hope to die.” 


The second time they kiss, it was nothing like the first one. It was more of a promise. This kiss was 
soft and slow, it was searching. And Harley wasn’t sure that he didn’t hit his head in the lab and 
this wasn’t one of his wild fantasies. Because this, this was everything he was so desperately 
desiring for all this time. 


Tears were running down, but it was impossible to say whose it was. One thing was for sure, 
though, this time it was happy tears. Pulling away, trying to catch their breaths, Harley pressed his 
forehead to Peter’s looking into his brown eyes. 


“Tell me,” he pleaded, words barely above the whisper. “Tell me, I’m not dreaming, tell me, this is 
real,” the last sentence came out broken and Peter chuckled quietly. 


“Tt is, it is real, Harley, so real,” Peter assured him connecting their lips in a tender kiss. 


It was real now, and Harley Keener was determined to keep it that way. 
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